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Far removed from Emotional Architecture 2, this book binds together 
the steps and stages of a project I worked on discontinuously 
between September 2005 and the day I write these lines. On the 
surface, it was a project conducted in a (then) high security prison 
located in the south of Romania that resulted in a collaborative 
theatre performance given by and about the inmates themselves. 
On a deeper level, it was an emotionally exhausting process of 
exploration into the depths of human nature as shaped by recent 
history in Romania. Deeper still, it was a painful walk through the 
labyrinth of language. What justifies the inclusion of this in fact 
a series of projects, under the label of Emotional Architecture is 
the unexpected revelation I had while conducting interviews with 
the inmates: language is a construction that surrounds us with 
invisible walls; words are the bricks and deception is the mortar of 
this building.
It cannot be otherwise – no matter how transparent and light and 
benevolent the message, communication remains fundamentally 
deceptive, for it quickly builds a prison of alien truths around the 
listener. While talking I lock you up within my story. Whether you 
like it or not, you will inhabit it until your own words build a wall 
around me. And so on. I am in your house of words, and you are in 
mine. The more we talk to each other, the thicker the walls become. 
And our voices reach each other ever slower and softer, until they 
fade away. Until we are annihilated by our conversation, buried 
alive within the walls of words we build around each other.
The Romanian folk ballad Mânăstirea Argeşului (The Monastery on 
the River Argeş) tells of an ambitious local ruler (a voievod) who 
set out to build the most beautiful church ever seen. But what 
was built during the day falls down during the night. The architect 
decides that a human being needs to be buried alive within the 
walls of the church if the dark forces at play in that sacred place 
are to be put to rest. Who should be the victim? Someone closely 
related to the building works, someone dear to those involved, a 
family member of someone working on the site, the first to bring 
them food. Of course, it is the wife of the architect who is first to 
bring food, and her husband is forced to keep his promise. She is 
immured alive, together with her unborn baby. The building duly 
stops falling down and can now be finished. And so it is.
I entered the universe of the inmates through words. Their words. 
I didn’t know any other way. My open call was answered by some 
60 people, who wanted to talk to me and maybe join the project. 
The beginning was painful, because their stories unveiled a world 
of ignorance, poverty and injustice completely new to me. The 
ill-fate of these people was obvious; the circumstances of their 
crimes were clearly connected to their marginal positions; the 
conditions in which they spent their time in prison were unfair. All 
this made it impossible for me to have an objective view of their 
personal responsibility, impossible for me to judge their crimes. The 
more I listened, the more I was overwhelmed by a feeling of guilt 
and powerlessness. Like in the Greek tragedies of antiquity, these 
people were moved in circles by powers beyond their control.
And that was hard to witness. But after several encounters, I 
began to spot a pattern of communication, a kind of protocol in 
the unveiling of the truth, a special way of designing the language 
through which petty crimes, horrible deeds and their distorted lives 
A HOUSE IN THE HEAD
AND A MOUSE ON THE TONGUE
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in general were shaped for my benefit. I began to sense how the 
walls of words they were building around me were slowly growing. 
From then on, I could also start to build back myself, without any 
remorse, for we had found a place where we were equal – language.
When Nicolae Ceauşescu, that ambitious local ruler, decided to 
build in his courtyard the largest palace ever seen, he also decided 
that somebody should be buried alive in its walls. Ceauşescu’s 
courtyard was Bucharest; he swept it clean of all the old buildings 
and churches and monasteries he hated so much; he erased hills 
and made them into lakes; he cut the city into tiny pieces that 
were eaten by stray dogs; and he talked. He talked to his people 
– constantly, daily, relentlessly. He built up thick walls of words 
around the people. He buried them alive, wherever he found them.
I was there when it all happened. I was buried too; I was holding 
my breath, waiting for the walls to fall over me, to finish me off, to 
make me free, somehow, so I would no longer feel ashamed of my 
silence. And then I was there, in Colibaşi, carrying the Palace in
my head and surrounded by the walls of words built by the 
inmates. And I suddenly realised that those inmates were the 
leftovers of the Palace, the dogs under the city, the souls within 
the walls, the consequence of Ceauşescu’s obsession with 
architecture, of the hate he had for his people. That was the story 
I was going to tell, through the voices of the inmates. They were 
going to build walls of words for me, around the Palace, inside the 
Palace, killing it.
Tallinn-Helsinki-Bucharest, 21-23 January 2011
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February 2007 has been the moth of the dogs. 
I was walking my spoiled cocker Spaniel, Tonga, in the parks and 
meadows around my Amsterdam apartment twice a day, for hours. 
In between, I was laboring painfully at the play Carne/Cane, a 
fable meant to synthesize my impressions of the penitentiary 
system in Romania. The main characters were dogs who dreamt 
of being humans. Meanwhile, my friend Gabriela Tudor, director of 
the Pro Helvetia office in Bucharest, and a dog lover, invited me to 
submit a proposal for a public commission dedicated to the closure 
of their activities, after 10 years of local presence. 
Tonga was running after the ball, relentlessly. Then she was 
drinking from the ponds, hoping that I will let her have a swim in 
the cold water. Back in Bucharest, the street dogs were wrestling 
with not only fast cars, cruel people and extreme weather, but 
also with thirst. If and when we think of street dogs, we do it 
always in terms of food. Shelter comes seldom to mind – water, 
never. So, I thought that a fountain for the street dogs could be a 
good reminder of that. The text on the fountain says: “This is also 
our city”.
The monument didn’t happen; not in that form, anyway. But a 
few months later, in May, while the one time performance of 
Carne/Cane with inmates-actors was approaching, I thought that 
a stencil version of the monument would be an appropriate viral 
message for the city. Suzana Dan, another friend, and colleague, 
and dog lover, helped me with the visualization and – together 
with an anonymous gang from her circle of extreme sports fans 
– she stenciled ORAŞUL E AL NOSTRU / THIS IS OUR CITY all 
over the centre of Bucharest. It is still there, the winged dog, 
and so are his thirsty fellows, roaming the streets. The thirst for 
water is as powerful as the thirst for affection. I learned this from 
Tonga. C. D.
Amsterdam, February 2011
THIS IS OUR CITY
A MONUMENT TO THE UNKNOWN DOG
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A.A. Well, how can I explain, there was this girl who did it for money, see? And we took her, we didn’t give her no money and she ratted us 
to the police, to the cops on duty. Three persons in the deed. She was under age too, 16 she was. She asked for 400 million, but we gave 
her 150. After that she wasn’t OK with it and she handed us to the guard. Yes, she was from the neighbourhood. Us, they gave 5 to 18, 
they classified us under rape and deprivation of liberty, like she declared, that we’d deprived her of liberty. I was under age too when I 
committed the deed and I got myself half the time. The guy who was in the deed with me and was of age got himself 7 years. And I, three 
and a half. Two under age and one of age, all friends. Yes, at my place. 
No, my brother was away to Iraq, sergeant major at a military unit. My sister goes to university. 
We play football, there are them dumbbells there, we practice with the dumbbells or on the machines. You sit around, you go for a walk. 
Tough. It’s tough ‘cause you’re locked up, of course it’s tough. 
[going to Sunday Mass] You need to submit a written request, ’cause I don’t know, it doesn’t get approved. A lot of us make the request 
and they get you out once, on Sundays. Or you must have no misconduct reports, be good. Mustn’t beat the others up, mustn’t swear at 
the cops, mustn’t break windows, mustn’t do a lot of other stuff. Cut yourself on the hands. 
I got to get out of here first and then I’ll see what I’ll do.
That’s it, it happened….
B.A. 10 grades plus one year and a half of professional school, mechanics. I haven’t really worked in this field. I’ve worked in sales … At 
various firms.
On theft too. ’Cause there’s petty larceny too, only under 208. I got both 208 and 209. I think it’s more aggravating, I don’t know, I’m 
not good at this, I don’t … There were a few of us in this file. It happened in Bucharest. The entourage. Don’t you know that the accessory 
is exactly the same as the perpetrator? What was my profit? Jail time.
I have a concubine1. We have a 10 year old daughter. The girl’s with my sister-in-law. My husband was in the same file as me, he’s just 
been released. No, with him it wasn’t his second deed, with him it was his first. He got out on a discontinuation ’cause he was sick and he 
came back and completed it. 
No, he’s a taxi driver. He works as a taxi driver. So that we can survive, so that we don’t end up back here.
1. In the language of the inmates, but very likely also in the broader cathegory of the urban lumpen-proletariat, the term concubine applies to both sexes and defines what in 
the Western societies became the “legal parnership”.
ANTURAJU’ AND OTHER STORIES
(VOICES FROM THE INSIDE)
ENGLISH VERSION ALINA BOTTEZ
51
Well, if it wasn’t for the household, for what else? ... all the howlers from these days …
My mother’s dead, I was in prison on my first sentence. My father died in ’98. I got three more brothers. They have settled down. They 
got jobs.
No, I’ll go back to Bucharest, to my daughter, to my husband’s family.
B.I. Yeah, my parents are separated. My old man’s a crane operator, and my mother doesn’t work no more ’cause she got a cancer 
operation two years ago. Eight grades I did, but I got expelled ’cause I was kind ‘a crazy in school. I kept bunking all the time. I used to go, 
we had a little island there and I used to hang out there all day long. There’s a river and in the middle there’s a bar.
Two friends of mine who are here too, arrested. One of age and one under age. We made an entourage one night and robbed a person. 
He was hospitalised for a few days. We didn’t realise, we were under the influence of alcohol, we couldn’t do nothing about it, they 
recognised us.
What is there to do? It’s boring. You don’t have the freedom you have outside. That’s life. Too late for regrets.
She doesn’t come too often. Anyway, she’s outside, I’m here. What you don’t see you forget. There’s plenty of girls.
I was at the correctional centre for minors, in Tirchilești, and I went to school there. Lots of trouble makers, with awls, with a mind to 
fight at school. So I preferred to go out and work, rather than go at school.
It’s nicer, time passes slowly, it’s boring, we sleep a lot, there’s nothing else we can do.
B.J. Hungarian. Râmnicu Vâlcea. Housewife. 4 grades. There was no one to watch us, to get us to go to school. My father died when we 
were… I was 8 and mummy was left alone with 11 children. Well, one of’em was twins with me, Romeo and Juliet. One of them slabs fell 
over him… he was paralysed for 6 months and he died afterwards. One of’em died before it was born and one was sick as a baby.
Concubine. Yes, I have 3 children. I am married, but not legally, I’m a concubine. We’re like that, we don’t consider that papers hold us 
together. That’s the way it should be normally, be married, legally, papers and all.
Much of my family come from the Pentecostals. But only me and my husband are Orthodox. They don’t do nothing at all, they are 
Pentecostals. All my kin. Yes, yes, they work fair, they don’t steal. They sell goods, another one’s a house mason. Hungarian. Some of the 
kids speak it, the oldest. But the other two don’t. 
Pots, pans, in exchange for nuts and seeds. By car. Dacia.
But me, I got in for fraud. A deed I didn’t commit. And they gave me 3 years. My theft. For one million six hundred. Money. The bag. The 
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entourage. Where? At the shop. The entourage. My husband doesn’t even know. He knows they got me in for fraud and all, he doesn’t 
know I’m… That I was a financial inspector with CEC2. She was an accountant. No, she said I went in and told her the bank was going 
bankrupt. So that she’d get the money out of the bank. And that’s all. What do I know, to hell with her, what do I know? I don’t know.
How are we going to live from now on? On goods. Profit comes from villages mostly, ’cause if you get hired... You work for 4-5 million a 
month. [It depends on] the money you invest in the goods. There are so many people who help us, who we take from them. Our parents 
help us, they help us too sometimes …
They take us out to work. Embroidery. Pullovers, yes. I worked as a seamstress until last month. For the Italians. We work for the Italians. 
Embroidery. 
B.L. Vocational school. Technical, sanitary and gas installations. Yes, I worked for almost half a year, 6 months or so. At a firm, after which 
I got hired at another firm, upholstery, where…
I was pretty wasted one night. Same thing, a girl provoked us, said she was doing it for money, same thing. We got there, after which the 
girl changed her mind, said that she didn’t want no more, that I don’t know what … She went to the police, she denounced us and we 
came to prison. Someone else had brought her, another girl, a friend of hers. No, she had brought her to her place, they were good friends 
and it was her too that told a buddy of mine she was doing it for money, and I don’t know what. When we heard we said well, OK, we’ll 
take her, we’ll go with her. What’s done is done. She went of her free will. To one of my friends’ place. After which she turned. We went 
to a disco and at the disco, we talked all the stuff through. Yes, she told us about 300 a piece, after which she said, “ no, no “cause you 
are too many”, I don’t know what. When we got home, well, “I don’t want no more”, ’cause she knew only about three people. There was 
three of us, after which there came some more. So, the deed happened on a Saturday. On Sunday we heard that the police was looking 
for us, I don’t know what, well, they didn’t know about us, who’d done what. And we heard and asked how things were and the next day 
they called us again to give statements and arrested us.
I read, I exercise, I go out, there’s nothing to do, I have no activity. Books in general. A lot of stories. I try to go out and work if I can and 
get out of here faster. 
2. Casa de Economii si Consemnatiuni, Savings House, the only Romanian “bank” during the communist regime, which has survived to this day.
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B.P. 4 years. Aggravated assault. 
Profession … plastic ware – pots, buckets, tubs. In villages and communes. We buy them from the “Europa” store in Bucharest and sell 
them in villages. We get nuts, seeds, whatnot! We trade goods in kind, we give pots for nuts, and so on.
We are Hungarian. Hungarian, yes. Our parents are from around Sibiu. Yes, we speak Hungarian at home. Romanian, yes, we speak 
Romanian. We are sort of half-breeds, crossed like, we aren’t original Hungarian, so… You see, our parents speak more clear, more genuine, 
but if we speak Romanian, it’s easier, we’ve studied it more.
There is, there was 11 of us and 2 died. There’s 9 left. My brother had a stroke, he paralysed and died, and another died at birth. It was 
the demolitions, a wall fell over him. That wall when it fell it fell over him and crushed his pelvis. We couldn’t do nothing about it. If God 
took him. You know how they demolished houses to make apartments, blocks of flats, and the old nationalised houses, they demolished 
them and we’d go to pick up the wood. We was children, needy family, we took the wood, we’d make fire, it was the wood we went for. We 
were a very poor family and still are. We live in a nationalised house, they are moving us out of there, they’re moving us. Besides I’m here, 
my sister too, arrested, women’s aisle. She’s poor too, she has 3 children. Yes I have a family, I have a son. 2 years 5 months old. He was 
8 months old, he was, when they arrested me.
There was a scandal with my father-in-law over a chair, we quarrelled, we brawled, we’d been drinking. I struck, my father-in-law struck, 
he hit more, he threw me in ‘cause I can’t read’nd write, he accused me, they didn’t read me the statement and they got me in for 
aggravated assault. So it was all in the family, the scandal happened with the family, with some, some friends at the next table, Romanian 
citizens too. Yeah, only me, I’m mostly Romanian now that my wife’s Romanian and my father-in-law’s Romanian, he took advantage, he 
said this one’s a gipsy, let’s throw him in jail. And I’m innocent in jail. ’Cause of two punches they gave me 4 years.
If I’d known I’d’ave brought you a picture from my room so you’d see for yourselves how beautiful she is and blond, the boy too. I didn’t 
know it was going to be like this, I’d’ave proved you the truth so you can’t say I’m making stuff up or something.
He grew up among the gypsies, among us he grew up, among us … You know how it is – me gipsy, her Romanian, what’s the world saying, 
fie, a gipsy in my family, hey we don’t want their lot. In the end he accepted me when he saw the wife pregnant and a boy on his way. 
That’s that, he got the best of me and got me in here.
Yes I’m a recidivist, yes. I got under for theft, I pinched some music tapes from a car and I got sentenced to a year and I did 8 months 
and one week, by way of saying this is the second sentence, so I ain’t got here several times. I wasn’t under 4 or 5 times. I didn’t even 
want to come to jail. Who’d’ave thought that for two punches I’d go to jail. Now they throw you in jail for nothing at all. Here, a guy in our 
room, for a pack of gum and a jacket they give him 8 years. For what? What? What? How can these prosecutors from here judge us? For a 
jacket 8 years? For a pack of Orbit gum? 
Yes, it’s the relapse that’s in the way and it’s the end of us. That’s it. It’s the relapse. It’s the relapse. We try to get a job. Oh, you’re a 
thief, you’re a recidivist, the criminal records show, and that’s that, nobody hires you no more.
You have to do something to live from day to day. If you don’t do something you starve. There’s a kid or two depending on you, you got 
nothing to feed them. That’s it. That one won’t hire you, that other one neither, that other one neither. He says oh, he’s a gipsy, well, he’s 
been in jail before, let’s not get involved. No one hires us.
Yes, I had a job, yes, on construction sites, in demolitions, I’d pull buildings down… they arrested me and now I lost my job and all. I got 
no more job, I don’t know how I’m going to find work now when I get out, I can’t figure out how. It’s very hard, ’cause we only get a lousy 
social support allowance and we live on social support. That’s all. My boy only lives on one social support allowance, they come visit me 
too, she buys one thing or the other for the child, food, a coat, a sock, a sandal now in summertime.
Just a little longer and I’m off, free to go home. My father-in-law now, I see how I can make peace with him, what else can I do? I’m 
going to shame him, but in the end he’s my father-in-law, I can’t simply keep mums with him or ignore him. Of course I’ll keep to myself 
after everything he done, I’ll shun him, not to have any more strife with him or I’ll avoid him more, not to have some trouble with him or 
some major tangency.
When they made her swear hand on the Bible, she swore. She was pregnant, 7 months, and she told the truth: my future husband, ’cause 
we wasn’t married. My future husband is not guilty, it’s my father that’s guilty and no one’s taken me into account. If in Vâlcea I paid 
a lawyer, a woman to represent me at the court of appeal in Pitești, she took my money and didn’t come to defend me. So everything 
was just a scam, a setup to throw me in jail. You can realise how much… 2 punches, what lesions they can make. So me, influence of the 
alcohol, I was drunk, the injured party drunk, from 2 punches in a brawl, seven or eight blokes, what lesions can those 2 punches make? 
And indeed one hit him in the face area and the other one in the shoulder, one of which was not well hit so you say: God, I punched him, he 
fell down and hit his head against the cement. It’s not true, it was a setup, he wrote in pen, I can’t read or write. Forget about the gipsy, 
let the gipsy go to jail.
[the tattoos] I got them outside, they aren’t made here. My niece. And here is an eagle, here again in the upper part is my wife, written, 
and I have another niece Luiza. They are very beautiful girls. If you want to believe me! In my family there’s nothing but Romanian kin. 
Romanians, Romanians! You don’t, don’t say we’re gipsies or we’re Hungarians. Only Romanian kin. And these children come out so 
beautiful you can’t believe. Blond, blue eyes.
The old adventures, at carousal, what with one thing or the other, we cut each other. Just like that, from the drinking. But I never had any 
aggravation with cuts and the likes of them in my life. Oh, you drink, who knows, the devil pushes us, the devil to cut ourselves. If you’re 
drunk, who else can push you? I can’t get to … in a disco, if you get cocky or something, you get upset with one guy or the other, you 
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can’t get to them, that’s that: a bloke gets mad every now and then and, to get it off their chests, they cut themselves. That’s no good 
either, it’s no good, no, ’cause look what happens, you hit a bit harder once and you screw up your whole life. No, I ain’t done it since ‘90. 
Since ‘90. 12 years old I was when I had this kind of aggro.
We watch TV, we play rummy, we play backgammon, tabbinet, what else can we do. There’s about 60 people in a room, around 45 beds 
in a room. In a room there’s 60 of us. There’s a lot of us and it’s very crowded, but there’s nothing we can do. That’s that, God has given, 
we must pull it off. We done it with our own hands, we got to suffer. Anyways, I wasn’t the going to jail kind. I didn’t slip, I didn’t steal, 
I didn’t hit no one on the head, I had my work, I had my job, I had my family. Impossible I’d’ave gone to jail. But this was a setup my 
father-in-law set me up and that was that. 
B.T.A. My parents are away. To Italy. Have been for more than 5 years. Yes, I also have a younger brother. He’s 14. He is with my parents. 
Away, yes. I had school going on here and they considered me to be a responsible person and they trusted me on my own and … We speak 
on the phone, we write, they will pay me a visit soon. At the end of the month.
The entourage. By mistake. I can’t understand how I got into that entourage. And it’s not my fault. But I have realised that no one will 
ever believe me. Ever. ’Cause I had to be lumped with all the others, although the accusation doesn’t fit me. But I couldn’t do anything 
about it. 
My boyfriend killed a boy. The boyfriend of a friend of mine who wanted to … wanted to rape me. Out of jealousy. Yeah, pretty much so, a 
private party. Because of a phone call in which I told him about it, I’ve been lumped with them. I was in another room. I didn’t even see. 
I didn’t know. I couldn’t imagine, I thought it was a fair fight. I knew they had got into a brawl, but I didn’t know what was going to 
happen. Yes, we speak. From time to time. We go on visits sometimes. Inside and out. 
My family come and take both of us out. There can be no couple in here.
Pretty hard. It’s hard, I can’t adjust to … I suffer a lot. Several times I took a handful of medicines, but no, in general I try to keep calm. 
And anyway, I’m a quiet nature. But conflicts are unavoidable and … There are 4 rooms, one for 2 persons, the others for 6, 6, and 25. 
There are more beds than that in it. 27 or 28, I think. I read, I write, I watch TV, that’s pretty much that. Ever since I started going out 
to work it’s been better. I don’t have all that much time to read left, except in the evening before I go to sleep. But anyway, time passes 
much faster. I like the fact that I work and I couldn’t go back to sitting around in the room.
Finish school, be next to my family, find a good job and … Until I’m not back home to see what …
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C.G. Well I can’t write. At all. ’Cause I didn’t learn how to. Robbery.
With… for ADP3, with a broom. Yes, with a broom on the street. With ADP. Only my mother. My father, no, I lost him when I was 10. Three 
sisters in a home and two brothers who are married. And one sister who is married, the oldest. 
’Cause I mean she couldn’t take … she couldn’t cope with so many children. 
My son will be 6 and my daughter 3. They are with the orphanage too. Since I fell under. I lived with him in concubine, we didn’t get no 
papers. He’s in jail with me. Well yeah, he’s the one got me in here. The entourage, with that man who got me in jail. 
He pushed me to the front, I didn’t know, being weak in the head and all, and I fell for everytin’ he told me. And he made me mingle with 
people until he got his money and I got in jail. At night. We were… we left for the disco, me, my man and a mate of my man’s. And he saw 
that in the bar… that there was a man who was drinking. And he tells me: ‘go inside to him and mingle with him and ask for a cigarette’. 
And I told him ‘I’m not going’, ‘go inside.’ And well, ’cause I’m afraid of him, I got inside, but I didn’t mingle with him, I didn’t mingle with 
the man. And then his mates went. And explained to him they had a woman, I was the woman of course, who wasn’t doing nothing, and 
they took him out there, but he wouldn’t. He left the bar. Afterwards we followed him. When he went out of… he went to a shop, bought 
himself some cigarettes and after that, they went and took him and got him into the bushes and took his money. One million six hundred 
fifty. They didn’t beat him, they threw him in the bushes, that’s all, and he… they gave him 7 years. The mate that was there, they gave 
him 5 years.
Yeah, so the first offence which I did time, but it’ll have several files. The same, robbery, but I didn’t know about them. Well, we’d do it, 
the police would take us, they’d let us go, ’cause we didn’t know and they opened files. I mean we knew what we was doing, but we 
didn’t know they opened them files. It was routine, yes. Well, that’s entourage for you. Well, I had entourage since I was 16 and then I 
was at it over and over. 
He works in the hospital, barber, and we can’t get no visits; he got himself a job as a barber.
Yeah, of course, go to work, find a job, take our children home, we’ll cut it out, ’cause now we know what it’s like. The sisters who are in 
the foster centre, they come to see me, that’s all. And they take me out for the visit. [her mother] We was going along very well, but since 
I fell under, I known notin’ of her. That’s life; she’ll get over it until I get out.
I’m not going, ’cause I already got a lot of business going on here just to be able to stay. I’m closer to my sisters and I don’t want them to 
take me to another one, to another penitentiary. I’ve got it going here so they don’t shove me away. 
Worries. From outside, of course, ’cause I ain’t got none from inside here. Worries. Since I had fights with my family, with my folks. I’d cut 
my arm to calm down. With the blade. It hurt if I gave myself scratches, but if I gave myself such big ones, it didn’t. It’s them small ones 
that sting. ’Cause I mean I’d put pills on them and they’d heal fast. Ampicillin and they closed up just fine.
C.M. My deed? So most of all I have written stories on the penitentiary or vaudevilles4. Vaudevilles formed of several female inmates. 
Each with a paragraph including a funny story, an opinion about a guard, an opinion on how we behave when we go to work or to other 
activities. An idea about another colleague. Poems. A good many of them. Their content speaking of education, family, and especially… 
children and the life that… that goes on here. The feelings you feel. And the story of the deed I committed and for which I am undergoing 
this sentence I wrote in the review of the unit. So at penitentiary level.
Born in town. But I dropped out of high school because of family problems. It was just my mother and me, I had to help my mother and 
that is why I had to get a job, but I didn’t get to work too long, ’cause it happened.
So, all in all, I consider I have no family left. I only have a child that’s 25. He comes to see me very rarely. I get two visits a year. Since my 
mother died, ’cause after the deed, a few months later, when my sentence was passed, she had a heart attack and died. 
Shall I tell you?
So in ’99, on St. John’s feast, I had nothing to do, I called, I was home alone, my child was at mother’s, I called a cousin of mine to wish 
her father happy name’s day. At which she invited me to go to her father’s anniversary party. At first I said that… I declined. That’s right, 
I had to go somewhere else and take care of something. In the end I left, I took care of my thing and, being near the neighbourhood she 
lived in, I went up. I went to the market, bought some presents, got there, and was greeted at the door by the fêted man himself. After 
which another man greeted me, his name was John too. I stayed there, I didn’t have anything, I had had enough to eat at home, I just 
kept company. After which… that man… we started to talk, to… and around 12 o’clock, that guy, the fêted one, had had one drink too 
many. And his daughter and her lover said “who else is at you place?” And I said “no one, just me”. She says “come on, why we don’t 
go to your place?” I thought she meant just her and her husband, since she was my cousin, whose party that man had crashed. We all 
went there. But I didn’t know that... So this cousin of mine, apart from the girl I told you about, her name is Daniela, and she had another 
sister, Ileana. She was away in Spain and I think that very evening the call I made just like that, out of the blue, had given her the idea of 
getting some help by tricking me.
For the money. ’Cause she didn’t have enough money to leave … There was that visa, you had to have a Schengen visa. So that very 
evening they brought it up – “Come on, Mihaela, come to Spain too” and … I had all I needed, so I wasn’t … I had worked, I had put aside, 
I had saved, I had covered my bare necessities, I lived modestly, me and my child, we were all right. And I said no. After which a few days 
3. Administraţia domeniului public – the Administration of Public Space
4. The inmate uses the term “brigadă artistică” [letterly artistic brigade] a term specific to the communist age, which refers to the recitation and song collages, usually on a 
moralising topic, staged by all sorts of professional groups (workers, etc.), as well as school pupils.
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later they invite me again. And I got hooked up with that man, right. 
Then they insisted I sell the flat and get a visa and go to Spain. In the end I gave in. I sold it, after which I went to Bucharest. Under the 
pretext I was going to Romanian-Spanish embassy to submit my documents. We went there, to the embassy, they got me past the door, 
where I think they check you out for guns or something like that, not knowing, ignorant, I believed, they said I had passed a test. After 
which I went to a parking space, I sat alone in a car for about two hours and… ’Cause they had said they were going to pay the money for 
the visa, and then we left for Pitești. Three weeks later, then, the guy I…, his name was John, the man I’ve told you about, he’d become 
my lover, I asked when I was leaving, when I was getting the visa, what was… He kept telling me to wait. So three weeks later I was 
cooking in the kitchen, he came through the door and I asked him, cheerful like, I was thinking he was bringing good news maybe. So I say 
“you got it all worked out?” And he says “come, sit down”. That I sit down. He says, don’t get upset he says, we’ll do something, we’ll 
see what we’ll do, he says, but I can’t find the guy I gave the money to. I fell into diabetic coma. I spent two weeks in hospital. 
Well I gave then about thirty odd million. Yeah, it was big money… So, besides what I had put aside like everyone, I sold the car ’cause I 
had to go to Bucharest all the time to inquire. Yes, I gave them gas money. To my cousin and her lover and they did other things with it. 
Actually she was taking care of her own departure. I don’t know what went on between the dead man and them, I don’t know to this day, 
but the thing is I was tricked.
After which I just accepted the idea that he would work and recover my money, but for me there started …, there started an ordeal. 
Beatings, he would come drunk, groggy, he would raise tantrum. I left, he came after me, and it was the only way… And at some point 
he… he quieted down. What’s there to say, I had resigned myself to the idea that that was that, I had lost it all. He got on a job, he would 
work in constructions, but privately, he would take orders and work especially in marble and grit stone. So he never had any money put 
aside. I used to work where I told you then and I moved to Câmpulung with him. We rented a room at a… at the youth hostel for football 
players in Câmpulung.
In November, the 26th, on 26 November we moved there, it went well, everything went well until after the winter holidays, when there 
started an even worse ordeal. And on 26 March, it was on a Sunday, he had been commissioned a job in Poenari, or some other place, 
and in Dealul Sasului. They came for him, he took a quick bath, he left. He came at around two o’clock, he had brought food, I don’t know, 
alimentary products. After which he left, he went out to drink, he came back again, I set the table for him to eat and then he left. And he 
came back around 12 o’clock at night and that’s when it started.
Do I have to tell you how it was too? This is already bad memories.
What happened, happened. He was violent and I was under the influence of the medicines, I had taken very many medicines. Sedatives. 
Phenobarbital. Diazepam. I went to the police, I admitted everything, I collaborated with the police, so in one word if I had wanted to get 
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an easier sentence, I could have. Well, I could have appli …, I would have added a lie, but I was very sincere. So, when I left home to get 
the ambulance and the police, he hadn’t died yet. 
I inculpated myself or culpated myself. ’Cause I said I wanted to kill him. I left that evening. At five past nine I left the house, when he 
came back the second time I ran into him a few metres away from the entrance of the block of flats and he asked me where I was going. 
“To get cigarettes”, “no, I’ve got you some, you are not allowed to get out of the house.” I went back, Tele-Euro-Bingo was on, I had 
tickets, but I was past seeing numbers, ’cause I was …
If I leave this place? I’m of a mind to go to Spain, to …. That’s why I’m in jail. Honestly, I wanted to go there and help my family, my child. 
And I would have helped him too. I don’t know, if I get there and God says “your days are up”, I won’t be sorry. I’ll have seen my dream 
come true.  To work, of course. Any work, it doesn’t matter.
C.M. 25, I’ll be 26 next month. I was going to high school, but I didn’t finish it because I didn’t like studying, I liked work better. About 
two more months and I’d have finished the tenth grade. I got my concubine. She done the deed with me, she’s arrested here too. It’s 
’cause of her I done this deed. She got raped. By the guy I killed. She went to his flat with a girlfriend of hers. And my concubine’s 
girlfriend lived with that guy and he took advantage of her and he abused her. And I went into a fit and … He had women on the market, 
he had women abroad. He had a concubine, same thing, no papers, a concubine. And he kept her in Japan, walking the streets. And he had 
another 2 or 3 girls and the dude was dealing with… He’d pick girls here in the country and send them there. 
A school girl. Yes, under age. She phoned me and I went and, I went to their place, ’cause I knew where he lived ’cause my concubine’s 
girlfriend had come for her and I had taken them in a taxi... She said she was dropping by his place, and I left ’cause I had things to do. 
And then I get a call that she’s locked up, that she’s been raped, etc. I was a bit boozy, I went, I…, I climbed up ’cause it wasn’t... I 
couldn’t, he was asleep. I climbed on the ledge and I did it. With the knife. I had taken the knife from home. He’d locked the door, taken 
the keys out of the lock and put them in the safe. And he was sleeping. I kept drinking and I went drunk, I went to a bar to drink some 
more. That’s where they found us. I don’t like remembering it. 
Yeah, I’ll try … ’Cause it’s nonsense she was an accomplice. None of it’s her fault. Worst case, they should charge her with robbery, well. 
But she committed no robbery, no theft. But not with complicity. Well, what, how did she help me? She helped me with zilch. And besides, 
as the saying goes, beaten, fucked, and … The investigators beat us, they … I wrote and they dictated. Write this too. It isn’t right! Do 
this. Stuff like that. You know, how they beat in interrogations. They got our statements, no lawyers, no nothing. Besides, the girls were 
minors. They weren’t even allowed to get their statements without a member of the parents or an advisor. That’s laws in Romania. When 
I opened and got … to get the key, so I can get out through the door, there was gold there. I took it. What’s done is done. I admitted it. 
We stay in touch, we ask to meet in the prison visiting room, our families also contact us. My mother is a cleaning woman, my dad’s a… he 
has a lousy pension and he’s paralysed, he got a paresis on his right side.
C.M. How do I write robbery, I forgotten already?! So at this moment I got two deeds. So one I don’t know, u.p.5, and one I done, but I 
ain’t done it the way they said. So, this mate of mine, I had a fight with him, and I done the deed, I took a phone of his, and they say I 
robbed him. And they got me in for robbery. 
So I done it but I took his phone, I said I was gonna give back all I took. So the bloke admitted to this too. But at first he said something 
else ’cause he was afraid of his old man ’cause his old man was a commissioner. We knew each other, he lives on Morilor street and I live 
in Petrișor at a couple o’hundred metres. And in town he got into a fight with someone else. And when he had, like, he had his face all 
swollen up when he met me. I took his phone, hey man, I’ll give you the money for it. ’Cause I wanted to take it. And ... now that he gone 
home, two or three days I ain’t been back home. And he got me in for robbery. Said I beat’im. He said I beat’im and his old man when he 
saw his face so oval like, yeah he freaked. And after, he owned up to it in court. No dad, no, it wasn’t him, I’m good buddies with him. Well 
I told him I wanted to give him the money for it. And he said yeah, I’ll give it to you. And I told him I’ll give him six million for it. Which I 
wanted to give it to him. Let me see how it works, ’cause he said the battery didn’t hold out too good. Let me see how it works and I’ll 
give it to you. 
So ’t was my fault I didn’t go home for two days to give him the money. Or the phone back. I was in Argeș. And I came home for two days, 
I looked for the bloke, he wasn’t there and I went away again for two three weeks almost. So ... I didn’t know where he lived. If I knew 
where he lived ... I didn’t ... I left the phone on with his card in the phone, or in case he sent a message or something, hey, come give me 
the money or come let’s ... let’s meet. Nothing. And ... that’s it. 
For the second deed which they said I robbed a girl with three guys, for this one I don’t even know nothing. By the way, nothing. So, 
robbery again they say. They got me in with three others in this offence ’cause I was carrying a knife with me, but which it ain’t true. So I 
said both to the prosecutor and to the judges that I ain’t guilty of this deed. On the 27th my wife had a baby; I got a girl who’s five months 
old. I couldn’t go rob a woman on the 28th when my wife had a baby on the 27th. I went to the hospital on the 28th, I took her food, I took 
5. Unknown perpetrator
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her a bit of everything, all that was necessary, and in the evening well I partied with my folks ’cause I got a little girl. I didn’t got to go 
rob a woman. I mean I got witnesses, I got everything, but they ain’t got no witness. 
So here’s what happened. This girl came up there at the police station where I was. And ... and she comes in with this cop there and goes, 
he goes to another cop he goes: d’you like it mista’ Manu what a hot chick I got myself, what a hot girlfriend? So this girl could see me, 
could see what I was dressed like.
So, they gave me some forms there, whatever they were, I thought she worked there, so I didn’t think she’d be the one to get me arrested. 
Now for the line-up downstairs she comes and says: That’s him. I was shocked. I couldn’t get not one word out of my mouth no more. What, 
missus, what’s it I done? Well ... and the cop he goes: D’you recognise him? Yes! How, where from d’you know him? Well from how he was 
dressed. So how he was dressed. What was he wearing? A blue tracksuit jacket. Just what I had on at the time. There, she saw me upstairs. 
So it’s him, with the tracksuit jacket. They came, they took hold of me, they took a picture and then off to ... face-to-face confrontation. How 
d’ you recognise him miss? Said the prosecutor. Well from his face. She didn’t say from the clothes no more. Right, miss. How long did the 
deed last? Ten minutes. Well miss in ten minutes fifteen thieves could rob you. Fifteen thieves. Well, no, you see, I don’t remember how long 
the deed took. ’Cause I was nervous, says she. So what did he do to you? He put the knife to my throat. So how did he put the knife to your 
throat? Well this other guy was holding me from behind, two were searching my bag and he was holding a knife to my throat. So who was 
threatening you? The guy from behind who was holding me with the knife saying he’ll cut me. So the guy from behind was threatening you 
with the knife and there was the knife in my hand. So this gave the prosecutor to understand it wasn’t true. 
That I took from her a phone that’s worth six million... eight million one hundred and fifty thousand. So it wasn’t never worth me taking 
that money. Why’d I take it? Now they got my witnesses. The nurse, the girl from the bar where I got beer ’cause I partied that night, 
and my father-in-law. So now we got to see what we do on the 31st. If we get off the hook or if we don’t get off the hook. 
Studies, I only did four grades. ’Cause I was Romani and ... my parents wouldn’t really let me. I wanted to go but they didn’t let me. That’s 
how we are, we go work from ... we do four grades so we know how to write ’n read and so we ain’t really allowed to do more than four 
grades ’cause we gotta work with our folks and ... that’s kind of from our tradition. 
I worked everywhere with cauldrons, we’re coppersmiths. We make cauldrons, we do a deal here, there ... We do it from when we’re 
young. It’s our tradition. Deals with all we can get our hands on. So waste from copper, aluminium, bronze, stainless steel. Never had 
no problem till now. I been good, I ain’t ... I ain’t been interested in nothing, I ain’t ... I just mind my own business ... I just want this 
conviction to pass and see what I can do. A thing I done that was very small and that could have been taken care of. But they stuck this 
on me too. 
59
C.M.C. Robbery. 8 years. 
Sălaj, Sălaj highway. My father - musician, my mother – cleaning woman. Things are more complicated in our family. I grew up with my 
father, and my sister, ’cause I also have an older sister, who grew up with my mother. So one here, the other one there. 
Studies no, I ain’t got none. Not one grade, no kind of studies. I stopped going. It didn’t give ’cause… Not that I didn’t want to, it wasn’t 
possible. I don’t know which it was …
My main instrument – drums. A kind of kettledrum. I practiced this profession; this is how I earned my life. At weddings, at christenings, 
at … I worked here and there – loading, unloading, at the market, selling.
I mean, such calculations I can make. No, I mean I’m not really that bad. Yes, I can write, only partially, a little. I mean I skip letters, I 
can’t say I don’t. That – I learned here, in the penitentiary. Yeah, writing. To read? Yes, I read. I don’t have problems with that. But I 
didn’t go to school. That’s the only…
From a party. We gathered in front of the block of flats, we tried to defend ourselves and it got out of hand. As we were many, some hit 
and stole, they took, others hit and that was that. And second of all, I happened to end up in here, where I should never ever have ended 
up. Not in my worst dream did I dream of getting in here.  
They took money off them, they took their phones, whatever else he said he missed. On the street. We were simply on the street. It 
wasn’t clear intent – let’s jump him. We didn’t start from the idea “let’s do this”, or… Nothing. So we were simply standing at the 
entrance, drinking a bottle of Coke. We hadn’t had any kind of alcohol. We were simply lucid. But it so happened that the row was avoided 
and one started the quarrel and that was that. 
They came as many as they were, ’cause there, in that area – I done the deed in Bragadiru – they came, ’cause they had parking lots on 
the ring road. And they came by lorries, they were lorry drivers. And they came for women, they came for many such things. And they 
happened to stop in front of my entrance. 
I’m not well known, I never done any kind of deed. This is my first deed, I’d never had any clash with the law ever since I can remember 
until then.
My old man. Yeah, in Ceaușescu’s times6, when they lifted jobless people and such. [And gave them] 6 months, 7 months, one year, like it 
was before.
I also got some misconduct reports that are nonsense and I’d like to cancel one report, to … I was in Jilava, the Jilava Penitentiary. And I 
was in the unguarded area and they got me into the perimeter to do the perimeter 6 hours by 6. Seeing as it was too tiring, I couldn’t hold 
up to the schedule and they caught me sleeping twice. And they reported me. Nothing else. So I’m not in this jail category. I mean I’m 
outside the jail in my mind and everything.
C.R. I come from the commune of Căldăraru, Burdea Village, Argeș County. Only 7 grades. There were no means. My parents didn’t have 
the means to help me go on studying. Odd jobs around the house, day-workers. 4 girls and 3 boys. I’m the oldest of them all. I can’t tell 
you because I haven’t seen them in a very long time. They don’t have the means to come visit me. For 3 years, we’ve gone along very 
well. No, I receive visits from my husband’s family ’cause I got remarried in here. [if she had been married before] Yes, but without papers, 
in concubine. I have three sons: my oldest is also in the neighbourhood, in Priboieni, Argeș County, at a foster centre, and the other two 
are in Câmpulung, at the orphanage. [the biological father of the children] He didn’t even want to hear from them. And they do not carry 
his name. My oldest comes once a month; they have the means to bring him to see me. My oldest, they have taken him now because they 
had been in my brothers’ and mother’s care, but my mother threw them out and then I got confirmation from the penitentiary that they’d 
found him and he’s with a foster centre in Priboieni. And they found him at the railway station in Bucharest, I don’t know where to tell you 
they found him. 
No, I was away abroad for 9 or 10 months. I made some money, I came back home to do something for myself with that money – to get a 
house, a roof. And I ended up in jail. In a club, in Figueras Jonquierra. Yes, across the road from the French border. No one did anything to 
help me leave. I saw on my own that there was nothing to be done, that I had no other possibility and… [if she had been a sex worker] Not 
necessarily, it wasn’t compulsory. I could, please excuse me, just have something to eat or drink with someone and I got paid for the time 
I spent with him. I didn’t necessarily have to go do something else.  
This deed, the robbery, I did it in 2001. I got a subpoena for it, I went to the Argeș - Pitești tribunal. A public defender told me that if I 
had money I could go abroad, no problem. Of course, I had no money, and I left and they came…  They tried me in my absence and gave 
me 6 years. Yes, I always went, every time I got a subpoena I’d go. And lately they said… at the last-but-one court they told me I’d 
be arrested, that they had a warrant for my arrest. And then my lawyer saved me and said, he says, let’s give her another hearing. And 
before that hearing I left. But I had to come back and put my child through school. I was in a certain entourage, in a group, several people, 
I the only woman. We went to a bar, a hotel. There I came across someone, and he had money. They made me take the money, I took the 
money and I left. No, I didn’t harm him at all, not at all. I took his money and I left. With some friends from the neighbourhood. Yes, it was 
a mini-hotel, I mean not a really large hotel, no, really tiny. No, I wasn’t left with nothing, absolutely nothing.
No, I haven’t gone out to work because I can’t. This work is exacting for me. I would like to go to work, but just coarse work. I am not 
used to it, I get sleepy. My eyes get tired and I doze off. If I could just use a spade, a pick axe or something, that would be good. But if 
here there’s no means …
6. He uses the popular nickname Ceașcă, which has a similar ring to Ceaușescu and means cup (of coffee, for instance.)
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[marriage in jail] Here, in this club, in 2004, there was a show on the 8th of March7. And we met, we wrote to each other. I didn’t really 
have a lot of trust left, to trust a man, to build a new future, or… Still, I was scared, I had a certain fear. And in the end I made bold and I 
said – come what may.
[the ceremony] On the visit-room ward. With the mayor, the people who were there visiting and that’s pretty much it. Yes, we have visit 
rights every month, 30 minutes, around a table or at the net, as they say, in the tiled room. My plan is to get out, go live next to his 
parents, get my children with me and come to him, with what I can bring along. Otherwise, after he gets free, maybe we can do much 
more. I’ll go... Either get a job, if I find anything with my 7-grade education. It’s more difficult to… I can’t even write too nice, but I hold 
my own as day labourer, I can work.  
Even here, inside, I’ve handed in very many poems for the Interiorul Penitenciarului8 magazine. Most inmates, not just me. But what I gave 
was written by me, that’s harder. It took me as long as two months, three months, to get something beautiful.
[self-mutilation] A family matter, ’cause my mother, when she threw me out of the house with all my children, I didn’t have anywhere 
to go. And I said let my children live, let them be all right, and I might as well die. For myself – come what may, as long as she keeps my 
babies. But she wouldn’t. And then I cut myself and I took my children and I left. She didn’t react at all. She told me to get my litter and 
go. No problem.
C.R. 17 years old. Auto-mechanics, electrician.
Dad has been away for about … 9 years in Libya, chemical operator. Mum is… she works at the Chemical Plant. 
About the deed, how I started stealing. I had too much spare time. Mum works in shifts and there were 10 hours in which I was alone, 
with nothing to do.
Mum worked in shifts, I went to school in the morning. Mum left for work at 2 o’clock and only came back home at midnight. All day long, 
I’d stay at home, go out … 
We stole cars and from cars. I had three… four people of age in the deed. But all my four people I left outside. ’Cause I could risk getting 
more time, for one. And I was the one who could get the least conviction out of all of them.
I also had a suspended sentence for destruction of property. When I was 14 I set fire to an apartment in building E7. I went to a party 
at a friend of mine’s on the third floor, I drank, I had alcohol. Around 2 o’clock in the morning I set fire to some pictures. I threw them 
7. Women’s Day.
8. Inside the Penitentiary
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out of the window and on the first floor there was a lady who had her laundry hanging over the rail. And there was a sheet of nylon over 
it. The burning photos fell, that… the nylon caught fire and then the laundry caught fire too. And the balcony caught fire. And after that 
the apartment caught fire. I wouldn’t have got a suspended sentence, but half a metre away there was a gas pipe that functioned for 
two other blocks of flats – it accumulated gas. And that was the danger. If the firemen hadn’t intervened, another 5 minutes and there 
would’ve been danger of explosion.
Well… the guys in auto theft. The Chief of auto theft9 is my dad’s cousin and he explained it to me. I stole by mistake, I didn’t know. 
In Sibiu, a car that belonged to a policeman from our parts. And I didn’t know. I said I didn’t steal it, but in the end they found it, they 
arrested me and suspended my sentence.
We had our own car, which we’d bought with our money, me and my cousin. I mean we bought it... we saved money for a car, we bought 
it, 3000$. And then we hired a driver who drove us around. They left us in a parking lot, we’d go to another parking lot, several parking 
lots. We’d break into the cars, we’d take what we found in the car – electrical appliances, car appliances. The cars, when we took them, 
me and the driver drove in front and my cousin came behind in the stolen car. If something was going on, any kind of raid, I’d let my cousin 
know and he’d take a different route.
We were also in cahoots with this kind of workshop… we had this service station where we dismantled them. Behind the service station 
there was a wreck yard. That’s where we dismantled them and then… It was rather for the engine that we took them. They’d keep the 
engine and the rest they’d sell. We stole especially on commission, we didn’t steal every night, at our will. Only on commission. The people 
from the service station commissioned them. And the papers for the car, it was a secretary who worked for Astra Insurance that made 
them. For the engine. They stamped them again.
We sold an engine and the papers didn’t come out right. They made a mistake. They stamped it and it didn’t come out right in the papers. 
The papers came out, when the RAR10 caught them, the RAR stopped them. Afterwards I went to the RAR. They saw it wasn’t all right, 
they took it apart … And the engine has – on the combustion chamber, on the pistons, I don’t know where – it has the serial number 
written once more. And they saw the car was stolen. And after that this guy asked where we’d taken it from. They were followed, they 
were caught. First the guys in the workshop, then the guys in the workshop told who brought them the engines, and then… that’s how 
we got caught.
Finish school and go abroad to my dad. ’Cause he wanted me to finish school and had organised this kind of workshop there, in Libya … at 
a service station, for me to get hired there.
9. The auto theft department of the Police
10. Romanian Auto Register
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C.S.M. To be honest, until the tenth grade, I had really good results and I had what we call a future with fairly many possibilities. But 
I had some problems, I got into hospital, I almost died. I was on the brink of crossing that border too. I’ll quote now from my medical 
record: continuous fever and something wrong with the kidneys, but it was never discovered what. There were… I think I saw a lot of 
university professors who gave opinions. They couldn’t… they didn’t know what was wrong with me. They didn’t know… I spent about 
11 months in the Colentina Hospital in Bucharest; for 8 months I could not get out of bed. At one moment they even tried a leukemia 
diagnosis, they even gave me a treatment for Aids. Well, a lot of things, but nothing gave results, when in the end someone came and 
gave me, prescribed me a treatment that gave results. I managed to get out of there more or less all right. And after I got well in the end, 
my parents, as it were, lost their grip on me and then, well, I started this life of crime.
Somewhere around 17 years old. A bit early, yes. I don’t know, some phones that other guys must have stolen, they’d bring them to me 
and I sold them on. Let’s say I wasn’t exactly an accomplice, I was a moral accessory rather. After that I started to … I opened a service 
station, a service station and carwash and we started to steal cars, dismantle them there, me and a friend of mine. We moved in the end, 
we moved to Deva, in Transylvania. We opened another service there, money flowed in more and more, I didn’t … I didn’t go to school 
anymore. Yes, I stole cars. Initially we dismantled them into pieces, if it sold – fine, if it didn’t – we’d throw them away. And afterwards 
we found a way of fooling the R.A.R.11, the revision system, and we sold them. The whole cars, we didn’t waste any more time dismantling 
them. And now I’m inside, it’s already been 4 years since I’ve been here.
Well, they caught all of us, but only my deed could be proven, as it were. They couldn’t prove that I had an accomplice or anything. And 
he, he didn’t spend one day in jail. I’ve been here ever since.
My idea is to go on with school first and foremost, high school at least, to… I don’t know, get my driver’s license afterwards. There are a 
few things, I don’t know, university if there are means. If not, a job, and we’ll see what life offers us taking it from there.  
D.A. 17 years old. Every other week, that’s how they come visit. My mother mostly. My father goes abroad sometimes, I aren’t seen him in 
two months. England, Italy, Spain, it depends… He worked; I don’t know what he did ’cause I didn’t… We did talk, but I didn’t care to ask 
‘Hey dad, what do you do there?’ He told me ‘I work’ and that was that, I didn’t spend any more time asking him. My mother, a housewife, 
she took care of us at home. I was studying accounting. That was more my old man’s wish, said I should do something with my life.
With the guys. It’s the entourage got me into this. That’s where they came from, my neighbours mostly. They… We lived both in a block of 
flats and in a house. We had both an apartment and a house. My old man wanted to get a flat too, so that we should live near the school. 
And we had a house about 5-600 metres away from the school. My family lived in the house.
This time I came in around December, ’cause I got arrested once before, in 2004, and they tried me out of custody. And they arrested 
me again now, for the same deed, ’cause they tried me out of custody. I spent 6 months under arrest and they let me go and I spent 8 
months outside and they sentenced me. 
I went out to the disco with some guys and some boys came with a chick. Well, I was little, 15 years old, and you know how it is... In the 
evening, at night. The girl looked older, she was 15 but she looked pretty well developed. There was 3 of us, she only gave 2 of us away to 
the police and one came and said he hadn’t done it. And they let him out. Her mother and father came to my place and said we should give 
them 2 billion or else they’d go to the police and file a complaint. No, ’cause there was a hotel there near the disco and we went there. 
She started crying, and… Afterwards she started crying, saying it wasn’t right what she was doing. I didn’t tell her nothing and I left her 
alone. One guy got pissed up with her and beat her up. That’s the one she left outside. She said he hadn’t done anything to her. I’d seen 
her before, but I didn’t know her. 
D.I. Robbery and trespassing, that’s how they… Meaning I got into someone’s house, to steal, my intention. And I didn’t steal. They got 
me in for robbery, to make the deed more competitional. 6 years and 8 months to serve.
12 grades, at the High School in Horezu. I didn’t work; I worked just like that, for myself. Anything, business, trade, just like that, for 
myself. Just how a body can help themselves.
10, I’m the 9th. They’re retired, they’re old. Dad will be 73 now on 25 December and mum 63. Well it was a different regime, things were 
better. Now it’s very hard. It was better, how shall I say, that regime of life. The state helped people a lot. They paid allowances, there 
were the CAP’s12, they worked at the CAP’s. Now they don’t help no more. Now it’s the state for itself.
Yes, I was going to have a profession outside, but here it is, fate didn’t decide that way. Fate, so it was meant to be.
First offence. This law, how shall I put it ... state authorities look for higher ranks. From a theft they turn it into a robbery. DCB’s13 for 
instance, if a guy punches a guy and he dies a month later, or three months later, or five months later, they turn it into first-degree 
murder. Just to have a bigger deed. Justice isn’t a case of looking at the papers no more, to see what you’re in for. They declare their 
witnesses or not, directly. How big you are, how much you can take. If you’re big, you’re strong, you’re young, then you get 20 years. 
They don’t even look at them anymore. They give you years as if …
11. Romanian Auto Register
12. Cooperative agricole de producţie – agricultural cooperatives of production: institutions during the communist regime which united the nationalised land/farms of the 
peasants and employed the former owners. The appearance was that peasants united their efforts and property to toil the land and raise the cattle, etc. The reality was that 
the state took almost the whole crop/production.
13. Death -causing blows.
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For burglary. I caused no prejudice, no nothing ... Those I was with, they stayed in the garden, I went alone. That I took money … I mean 
if you think what money I took and what prejudice they shoved me … 120 thousand old lei, two packs of cigarettes. Just to hook me on 
robbery, to make it sound bigger. There was four more guys, but I went there alone. Yes, they were at home unfortunately. And when I 
saw them I backed up and ran away. If I’d aggressed them, it’s obvious I wouldn’t’ave taken their money too. I was going there to steal. 
If I’d meant robbery, I’d’ave gone directly to the man, or I’d’ave ensued differently, or who knows? But well, I’m not that kind of man 
who’d… If you can steal, you steal. If not ...
Well it was my first, ’cause if it was the second or the third offence, or do something else or steal something else, I wouldn’t’ave gone 
with them no more.  That was my first time to steal. I fell in some sort of nervous breakdown, I can’t imagine. They pushed me to the 
front like an arrow. They put me in the bow and… off with me inside. I was wearing a ski-mask, ninja-like … 
They brought some wood in a truck and then who else could’ve been in the house other than them that brought the wood, ’cause they 
knew about the money. That’s it. They took it, they spent it, they ratted me out and they were left as witnesses. This autumn, one year 
later, in September, I’m going to trial again, I’m reopening the file. And things will be different then. Only God knows if they’ll approve my 
re-examination. Vâlcea gave me 8 years; the appeal, instead of taking away, gave me 2 more years, so that I got to 10. That’s what they 
thought best, to give me 2 more. Just like throwing dice: if they see 6:6 they give me 12 years, the result of the addition. Shitty justice, 
what can I say.
What we do? What can we do, we’re like lions in a cage. We only get one hour of air a day. There’s 60 individuals in a room twice as big as 
this one. A lot of life, a lot of dirt. Where there’s a lot of people, there’s a lot of dirt too. People from all over the country. The prison system 
is a mess, head to bottom. We ruin our life between these walls. And it’s a pity, ’cause there’s only young folk, young lads, who could have 
a future before them and they sit and spend it among … Out of 60, as we’re in the room, only 5-6 work 4, 5 days a month. When it’s time 
for you to get out, they give you a postponement of 2, 3 months, 6 months, and they give you a postponement and you’ve worked for 
nothing. The system is a total mess. We spend some of our time there, in the open air, we do sports. Dumb-bells ... We don’t do it to get 
bigger. To get out of here healthy, to make the blood flow. So many years in which we have to sit in one place. It’s hard, for the flesh, the 
muscles, everything. The blood doesn’t flow anymore...
I told her to go her ways, meaning to get on with her life. That’s life, what can we do, you have to be a little more open too. And I want to 
get out of here healthy, to be able to do something with myself. Let us get out of here, and then we’ll know what to do, we have our own 
ideas. I’ll go abroad, what’s there to do in this country? France, England, Spain, Germany ... I got isolated now. To spend 7 years in jail ...
Won’t you come inside the jail, just come and shoot? I’d really welcome you there, and that way you could see everybody’s opinion, ’cause 
I have an opinion, another one has another opinion, each one has their opinion. It’s hard, the whole jail’s a mess. If you come and shoot, 
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I’m telling you, you’ll leave with a headache. Tigers in a cage, not even tigers are kept like this, not even lions are kept like us. I really urge 
you to ask permission to come into the prison, into the rooms, to see the people. They’re like me, like any man, not aggressive like, or … 
Everybody’s like me: people among people.
D.M. Six grades. It could have been more, but that’s fate for you, it was meant to be. Actually, to tell the truth, I was forced to quit, 
familiary matters, entourages that mess me up and I dropped out of school. I ain’t got no father no more and my mother’s been away to 
Italy for eight years, she got married again. He died in a car crash...
With older blokes who’d already been in here. Me being younger, I didn’t know how it is, I can say that... they showed me how it’d done... 
I’d snatch a chain from around a neck, I’d get into the odd shop to to steal for them... and... that’s how they got me.
Mostly room activities, ’cause there’s nothing else to do, we’re in the first-timers’ room and I can say that there are 60 of us in a room 
and we still get bored.
We were in Arad and that’s where it happened, we went there... We boozed, we had fun there, we got out of cash again, what else could 
we do. So we did the deed and we came back to Piteşti. When I get out I’ll go to my mother.
G.D.C. One year and two months. I got free, I was out for about nine months, and I fell under again. For theft again. If there’s no money...
Only six grades. At home, house people. We are not a large family. Two more – I have one brother and one sister. I was different from my 
family. I was marginalised, how shall I put it… All this time I was pushed aside. ’Cause I didn’t grow up with my parents. I grew up with 
my mother’s parents. All the time I was kept apart, let’s say. That’s why I took this road. I’d run away from home when I was little. I’d 
come back, of course. I mean if I didn’t feel there was no affection at home, no nothing, no goodwill, if I may say so, no closeness to the 
parents, not even the brother and sister … And they too were repulsive towards me. And that’s why I took this road…
I got out of jail and I did the deed that very same day. And they arrested me eight months later; they tried me out of custody. I regretted 
afterwards, ’cause during that time I’d found myself a job, in constructions. And I was sorry; I said to myself “here, just when things 
were looking up, now they got to arrest me.” I broke into a bar; about 3 million damage. The first time I stole some money, about 40 
million and a car. No, I mean I’ll try to… that’s it, do something with my life, find work. I’m old enough, I’m 21 years old. I should start 
thinking about making a family, something like that. It would have been good to have something waiting for me, to be able to get hired 
somewhere and ….
Now my brother and sister are both away to Greece. Both of them, but they went the wrong way, ’cause they’re not doing well there. 
’Cause they worked for a boss and the dude kicked them out. A cousin of mine took my sister and said, well, I know a place where you 
could work. He took her, he sold her to some pimps. So you can imagine, if I get out of here now and come across him, I kill him. We are 
first cousins, as it were. I mean I could never do something like that to his sister, what he done to my sister. I mean I care for his sister 
like I care for my own sister. He took her, he sold her to the pimps, they all but raped her, and she managed to get out of there and a few 
days later she told me everything. I mean now, seeing as I’m in here, she… She’s still in Greece now and my brother’s there too. And she 
got out of there and she sent me a letter and told me everything in the letter, how it happened. That one’s never coming back to Romania 
now, ’cause he’s scared of me. But he’ll have to come back in the end. One year, two years, what else can he do there? Well, to make a 
complaint, you need evidence, you need something. There’s no alibi, no witness – who knows them in Greece? She got away from that villa 
after a week. They got out of there, I don’t know how, they found some keys or something and ran away. But in the meantime you can 
imagine they were coming there to corner them…
G.M. Unfortunately only 10 grades and I didn’t finish the Vocational School of Construction. At that time I had a stable relationship with 
a girl. Due to her I left school and we lived together. I couldn’t ply and you can imagine it was out of the question for me to live in a hostel 
and for her to stay at home. I tried to make a living with my father. He sold animals; he would buy and sell them. Especially horses and 
cows. I saw to my family life. Afterwards we separated. 
In ’91, one month and three days after I got released from the army, I committed the crime and was sentenced to 5 years. I was 
practically tried and sentenced for robbery, but the truth is it wasn’t robbery. You see, so many years have passed and nothing could stop 
me from telling the truth, because they couldn’t accuse me of anything more. And I am not trying to exculpate myself, because I have 
nothing to gain. I practically wanted to take vengeance against that person. We argued, I beat him and then he insinuated I had taken 
a sum of money from his pocket after I beat him. I tried to solve my problems as between men, so that maybe it won’t happen again… I 
wanted to talk to the individual, but he practically didn’t want to be peaceful. And as he was much bigger than me and I didn’t have the 
courage to take physical vengeance against him so to say… I just said I’ll be waiting for him somewhere dark. And I waited for him near 
his house in the evening and I pounded on him then. Fists and kicks practically. He fell into the ditch. Le lost his balance there and he fell. I 
kept hitting him there. And I left him there in the ditch. And I went home.
I said it was stupid of me. I shouldn’t have acted like that. I shouldn’t have taken revenge, ’cause revenge isn’t good. The truth is I didn’t 
have any reason to take his money, ’cause I had money. And it’s like a bad thing practically - robbery, it sound ugly in itself. But he brought 
a false witness and I was sentenced for robbery. I’ve served three years out of five. I got released, after which I was out for three months 
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and two weeks, free. And I committed the crime for which I am doing time now, at present.
My personal opinion is that if you get here at a tender age and you don’t think mature enough when you are free, you tend to get here 
again, much faster. Especially since I was tormented by the thought that I was partially innocent at my first indictment. For the sentence 
I am serving now I have no excuse. 
Well, I actually killed the man I had problems with at my first indictment. Well, he picked on my concubine. More often than not the plans 
you make in here don’t fit with those you make outside. I meant to be a peaceful man when I got released, but that person threatened 
he’d get me back where I’d come out from, without me doing anything to him. And I tried to talk to him and explain: let bygones be 
bygones and that it was my mistake, that I shouldn’t have hit him. And he went on threatening me.
As a rule I drink alcohol very rarely, only occasionally. He kept threatening me and that evening it happened I was coming from a party. 
And I was very … actually I’d had little alcohol. I’m not used to alcohol, so it doesn’t take large quantities of alcohol for me to be 
inebriated. And I ran into the above mentioned. And that’s where the altercation started. He threatened me again, we got into a fight. 
He… actually he tried to hit me with a pitchfork which he had on him. I took his pitchfork, I jostled him, we fell into the ditch and there 
I hit him. But I didn’t have the intention of killing him. If I’d had the intention of killing him from the beginning it would have been much 
easier. I’d have taken his pitchfork, as it had three metal fangs, and I’d have stuck it into him. I meant to hit him to cool him off. And 
the moment I wanted to hit him and strike him on his back, he got up at that moment and got his head in. He wanted to get up or dodge 
something like that. And it was dark… He got his head in – I hit him in the head. One blow and that was that. I tried to give him first aid. I 
took him somewhere near where there was a pig farm. I took him there in a room, I gave him water and when I saw how much he was bleeding, I 
got scared. And before I left the place I think he was dead for sure. And then I got scared, it was natural to be scared. I went home.
In the morning there was an inquest and as I was in the neighbourhood I went to the police station. And they asked me what I’d done in 
the past 24 hours. I admitted from the first – I was the author. And they sentenced me: 18 years.
The hardest part is over. Let’s say the first 3-4 years I served passed fast. I wasn’t thinking, I was younger too. I wasn’t thinking at how 
long I had to serve. Practically I hadn’t calculated that out of 18 years I had to serve 13 years and six months. I only realised after the 
first 3-4 years. In the meanwhile my parents got sick, they deceased and then hardships started pouring on me here too. When there’s 
no one left to help you outside, the bond with the family gets undone for one reason or the other, you can feel the hardships. You don’t 
have … you lack the goods you need. For you see, an inmate, if he is here, as long as he is locked up, if he has a little of everything, the 
bare necessities, he doesn’t feel jail, detention so much. Severe as the laws may be. Of course he has the wish to be free … In the same 
cell there is an inmate who doesn’t have the possibility, absolutely no possibility of getting these goods and he longs to have a little bit 
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of everything, but he can’t afford it. He who can’t afford it feels the weight of the prison all the more, and he’s tormented by all sorts of 
thoughts at night. At night he thinks... 
I started to get tormented by thoughts when my parents deceased. A brother of mine also deceased, in a car crash, 15 years older than 
me. That is when I got a stomach disease too, I also have problems with my kidneys and my heart from time to time…
At present I only have a sister left, 7 years older than me. Her husband also deceased. She can’t come any longer, she’s sick. And I also 
keep … I also have the right to two minutes of free call a month from the facility, on a social card, and I then I get to speak to my sister at 
school. On the phone.
Lately I started to think much more … I have my house where I used to live and my parents left me their house, the old house. It’s in my 
name too. I’m gonna sell one of them, and with the money I get for it I’ll make the necessary repairs in the other one. And with the rest 
of the money I’ll purchase what I need around the household and I’ll try – I know it’ll be very hard – I’ll try to get a job. You see, time’s 
passed. Time doesn’t forgive anyone… 
M.A. I been through ten grades, nine of them I finished. I was going to the vocational school, forester section. I got arrested. For death-
causing blows. At the disco. I went to the disco and I got into a fight with someone and he died. Yes, yes, I was a little drunk too. He 
started things first, he hit me and I reacted too. Karate. Three years. No, he didn’t know me. I don’t know where he was from. We were 
dancing in the disco. And he ... they’d been there once before. And they were still looking for trouble. They’d been fighting the previous 
Saturday too. 
And then he came to me as well. He started to step on my foot, to pushes me, to push me. And he came, he punched me. And then it was 
my turn. 
Four brothers. I’m the last but one. They work. Father is dead, he had lung cancer. And my mother’s a housewife. We went to Bucharest 
and had help; we ... had our relatives next to us. 
We don’t have no activities. In the courtyard for air, tennis, the rest of the day in the room.
So [I’m in a room of inmates] from 18 until 21 years old. Special rooms for us and they don’t take young people out to work. Only from 21 
on. 
I haven’t started nothing [school-wise]. Where could I? ’Cause ... to do it outside ... from here to ... outside ... it costs a lot of money. And 
... we don’t have none. When I get out of here I’ll start finishing school, then find a job. Forester.
M.C. I worked for about over a year before they arrested me. And I can tell you that in that year I was a family supporter, almost. My 
parents, dad is retired on a medical case and he has a very small pension and mum is a housewife, she’s a housewife. The other brothers, 
one’s in school and the oldest has only just now got hired at a firm in Râmnicu Vâlcea.
Well, how d’you thinks it happened? I went for a drink with my mates, and this is what happens when you’re with mates. Then, that 
evening I had beer. D’you think I remember how much I had? I don’t know. We met with another mate who said we should go to his 
place. We went to his place. He said he knew two girls that had sexual intercourse for money. And he said to call them and have them 
come there. We called them and everything, and then we got to it, we did our thing, we paid the girl and then one of the mates hit her and 
beat her up. I don’t know, he was inebriated, he was drunk. And that girl got a bit swollen in the face and her parents simply seen’er and 
she said they asked her, ’cause any parent asks the child what they’ve done, and she told. After that, they took us to the police. One was 
19 years old and the other one 17. Yes, they were pupils. I think they were in the same school ’cause they knew each other real well. She 
told her mother what happened there during that time. And she said she was both raped and beaten. Under aged, the other one was taken 
as a witness. Each man paid his share. I for one gave 500 thousand. I only had intercourse with the under aged one, the other one did not 
have intercourse with me. That one, she was pimping this one as it were. The money got to her first and how they settled between them I 
don’t know.
I got two years, at first I was in the ward for the under aged. I do nothing. Only go in for club activities. There’s nothing else to do. They 
don’t take us out to work every day.
Plans, I haven’t really got plans. Get a job where I was hired before. They extended it, they said I was out of the country, and I settled 
and they said that when I get out they’ll take me back. My parents are sick and they need help. They helped me too when I was in here.
M.D. Car mechanic, been frequenting the profession since I was twelve. It was good money in the time of the deceased14 too ... But it’s 
better money in private business, so ... a little more freedom, you deal with people much easier ...
Got studies too, twelve grades, I went to school too. So I worked in Jilava, no problem, so me I got no sweat with my profession, so I 
rely on my profession, you imagine, if ... I got qualifications too ... Well, in here, because of one single report ... They did it just like that 
because, out of personal hate, my opinion ... then. And I am, I’m holding on to this idea, so I didn’t agree with that report, I said let’s just 
leave it at that, and since then they ain’t taking me out to work no more, them at least.
So I worked in the garage and at the garage I had approvals for a heater, knife, [audio] tapes, one or two coffee bags, like it was in the 
14. Ceauşescu.
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penitentiary system, and now, so ... “Here, have a cup’a coffee, smoke a cigarette” ... all this, how shall I put it, like some sort of reward, 
how shall I put it. The unit personnel had the right to come and get their cars fixed and I was the mechanic for the cars, and now when 
they came on control ... when they came  shopping15, as they say here in our milieu, they found this and that on me ... No one opened their 
mouth to say there was approvals, so practic’ly... And they sent me here to Colibaşi, in November, so I been here November – December 
– January, I got another business there, they took me back to Jilava, they took me out to the garage again, so the whole situation was 
forgot. And then they reported me again. They gave me ten plus ten in isolation, so for nothing. Sanctions, ten days in isolation, spend ten 
days in isolation, in a room let’s say half as big as this one, in which ... Isolation ... they take the mattress from your ... they only give it to 
you from ten till five in the morning.
Yes, I’m a recidivist, done time before ... started pretty young ... I stole a car, I did seven months then and ... now ... Practic’ly for what 
I done I did much too much time, I mean I didn’t participate in that deed except as a driver, I went and took them there and took them 
back. A theft, so they broke into something, a car, they took something, so a bag, they came to the car and we left. Me, they gave 
nine years and to the perpetrators five years and a half they gave them. There’s penitentiaries that are more lenient ... well... or the 
judges let’s say, also from the milieu ... Among ourselves that’s what we hear ... “dude it’s good there, look ye here, they don’t give no 
postponements”.
I got another problem and Buftea [court] sentenced me to two months of prison and they gave me that tail, that same tail of 709 days, 
they also chose to give me the same thing, so it means that’s what my criminal record must look like. I’m like that, I respect those who 
give me a hand, so I don’t ... let’s say I wouldn’t ... baffle their expectations ... I don’t know what else to say ... me ... I think that ... it 
thrills me ... I don’t know ... let’s say ... or I’m easier to corrupt by others, I don’t know. It thrills me when I hear “come on, that’s it ... 
money, that’s it” ... although ... I told you I have a profession that, so, outside, I made 20-30 million easy. I say, for us, it was enough, 
says I, but ... you know what it’s like ... we’d go for a drink, then we’d go like “all right, that’s it, let’s do it” … ‘Cause if your family leaves 
you too, you know what it’s like, already you don’t have no aim no more to ... I mean me, for one, I wouldn’t have no aim no more, I 
wouldn’t be interested no more ... I consider I changed, I don’t know, let’s say maybe now it’s the child that changes me more. I must first 
of all cut it out with this friendship, ’cause it leads you where you don’t wanna go. 
Since I been here, I ain’t seen one room where there’s one man – one bed. Except for the labour ward, in the labour ward... yes, there was 
even spare beds, but for the rest no, there’s nowhere one man – one bed.
15. An unexpected search of the work and / or living quarters of the inmates, in order to confiscate items prohibited by the regulation (mobile phones, drugs etc.). The slang 
term implies that the confiscated items are abusively appropriated by the guards, who therefore go “shopping”.
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M.F.M. Honest … I’m the kinda guy that fits in easy. So it wasn’t tough, ’cause I didn’t care, I was young ... A kid ... And I didn’t ... Them 
hardships they came now, along the way. I lost another member of the family, me dad … Me mom’s a housewife, she’s ill … There’s four of 
us siblings. Two of us out of work. One of them is working. And through him, he got me introduced to this girl, she visits me every week, the 
family visits me too, they visit me every month ... Yeah. In a village close to Mioveni. 18 years old. Yeah, the spirits, keeps the spirits up. 
First, I wanna find meself a job to help me mum. ’Cause she’s ill. She helped me too much till now, she didn’t leave me not at all since I 
been here. And when I was out also. And second, since I’ll have a job, to get meself me own home. See, I got an entourage, in childhood, 
as a teenager, I was a kid then, out in town with the boys, come’n let’s get us a beer, let’s go to a disco. And one night I was in boarding 
school in Câmpulung, at school, I went out with the guys for a beer, we went from this beer, we went to a night club, from there we went 
on to a disco ... And in this disco we got into this brawl with another bunch’a guys. From this brawl outside, when we got outside, we got 
into a bit of a fight, we ... And I made off with this jacket and this phone of one of the guys. That was all. 
Next day, the cops came, they lifted me from boarding school, I said how this and that happened ... I qualified for robbery; it was 5 to 20 
years then, this offence. And I already had this corruption of minors. They gave me 8 years for robbery and one year and six months for 
corruption of minors. I merged the two court files and I got three years sentence reduction. I merged two offences. So the robbery for 
which I got sentenced 8 years and corruption of minors for which I got sentenced one year and a half. 
I knew these two girls. I was seeing one of them. She was me girlfriend then. I talked to me girlfriend. I told’er I was gonna be away 
for a month and two and a half weeks, ’cause I was going to the seaside. She said she wanted to go too. I says – hey, no problem, go. I 
says – but don’t you make no trouble for me. She goes no, I talk to mummy and daddy and we go. The next day when I went she says 
look, my girlfriend’s coming along too. I say OK, I’m not giving you a piggyback, I’m not going to carry you, we’re going by train. So off to 
Constanța with both o’them. I stayed with them ’bout two weeks, I stayed with this aunt, and after two weeks me mom she called me. 
She says – what ye doing, man, who’re you with? I go look mum I’m with me girlfriend, with Luci, I go, and with a friend of hers, a class 
mate of hers. She goes – well her old man, the old man to this girl, he come with the cops to me house ’cause he said you kidnapped his 
girl, said he’d get you into prison, said … And I said, OK, mum, I come home today. I says, I get meself on the first train and come home. I 
got the train, I got home, the girls from here from the town they went alone ’cause it’s only 8 km. They got on a cab and they went home. 
Then I got called in to the police station, they go give a simple statement how it went, how it happened. That’s all. 
I grew up more in discos, night clubs, as it were. 
[life inside] There pops up some angry argument, some brawl, some ... In eight years I don’t think there’s no guy who won’t make at least five 
mistakes. A mistake. You start a brawl, you swear, you slap some guy around or whatnot, stuff like that. And I’m kinda scared with me release, 
scared I’m gonna get meself a postponement. There’s 8 beds and there’s as many as 13 in a room with 8 beds, there’s even 15 too, there’s …
M.V. Eight grades ... after that I didn’t go to school no more, I quit and short after I got myself arrested at fifteen ’n a half years. I went 
on a trip to Cluj with some mates and there, the same, I committed some robberies... We snatched chains, bags from women … more like 
a joke. We had money, we left home with money. From my parents. My father’s unemployed and my mother’s a housewife. They used to 
work in a shoe factory then. The more they gave us, the more we wanted … Well they didn’t let us but they could do nothing else with 
us after we finished eight grades … We’d a hard time finishing those, too ... I did three ’n a half years at a centre ... in Găești at a re-
education centre … I got myself free, I stayed out eight months and then I got in again, for robberies again, with other guys, from our 
town, from Drăgășani.
We burst into some people’s house ... No, in daytime, we got drunk and ... into a neighbour’s house … No, we didn’t do nothing, we went 
into the house and he knew us and he told us to get out, but we didn’t ... We took what we had to take and we went out. He was yelling 
in there, but we didn’t mind him. We took about thirty grams of gold … No, no, it was our neighbour, it was ... One of my friends, that 
I’m in with them in this deed, he knew him real well. He’d been in his house, he knew where all the gold was and we went in. We just 
stayed in the hallway, he went got the gold and we left ... And they gave us eight years ... I was nor recidivist neither ... I was known for 
antecedents and they weren’t …
A younger brother, sixteen .... He’s at home, goes to school ... He behaves better than me anyway … 
Well that’s why they come, rather. Not necessarily to see me ... To bring me what I need. Now I don’t know for sure if they still feel this 
pleasure... to see me, necessarily … I got a girlfriend who’s out who I keep in touch with her. She comes too, she visits me … 
I’m used to it, there’s no way I won’t manage or ... that I’ll find it hard … It’s like a life environment. It was better in Găești, we had more 
freedom, more rights, more ... There they also took us out to town, in a group. The family came and took us to town once every two-three 
months … I spent a few hours with them …
At first of course I’ll help my parents real hard, my family, and after, I want to go abroad and work, I’ll see what … If not... anyway in 
this country I got it that if you work, you work just so you got what to eat and where to sleep. Like, abroad there’s more chances and 
everyone who been abroad came back with money and now they can open a small business … Yeah, but unskilled work is always wanted ... 
didn’t tried yet ... 
M.O. Eight grades. I’m a musician by profession. Trumpet. I play classical music, rock and roll, national folk music, revelling music, I been 
a professional player since I was 7. I played with a folk group, there, at Doina Trotuşului, in Ceaușescu’s time I was on the brass band of 
the Syndicate House in Oneşti. I have been on some tours abroad, to Germany, Poland, Turkey … I travelled after ’90 too. I played in a 
restaurant, a hotel; I also played here in Câmpulung, at a restaurant.
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I got three children; I got a 20 year old daughter which I also have a little grand-daughter, one year and seven months old. They are 
abroad now, in Spain, I got some brothers there. I got arrested in 2002 and they took my family there to be able to help them there. I 
don’t expect nothing from nobody. I’m healthy, I got a little sick during this sentence, I got some problems with my heart, I caught a 
disease on the nervous system, psoriasis, and this is pretty difficult to treat.
I had a problem, a fight with someone and I struck with a knife. It happened in someone’s house, so not on the street. No, I wasn’t 
carrying no knives on me. We weren’t in the jungle, were we? We were in a house. There was two of them, they jumped me. It wasn’t that 
kind of deed. For 11 days of medical care I don’t think it’s a deed of attempted murder. They got me in for attempted murder ’cause this is 
the country of all possibilities, here in Romania. I never done time before. I had another suspended two year sentence. A childhood friend 
of mine worked on the force and I was married with children. He was under the impression I was seeing a girlfriend of his. At that time 
I didn’t have a driver’s license, I parked the car in a parking lot and he came and opened a file on me. I didn’t have a license, I was with 
another friend and this friend parked it somewhere. Which the man came and said please take the car out of here ’cause it’s my parking 
space. And since I was there, on the spot, I said to myself, 5 metres isn’t a problem, I took it out and parked it some place else. He was in 
the neighbourhood and opened a file on me and they gave me two years. 
For the rest I didn’t lack a thing, ’cause I earned my living decently, without stealing, without … This isn’t a profession you can forget. I 
cannot forget this profession; this is how I earned my living. My family are now residents there, after those attacks happened there, and 
the Romanians who were there, they approved their residency. When I get out of here I’ll see what papers I have to get, precursory, to be 
able to be near my family there. I’ll go there. I won’t stay there until I’m hoary with age, I’ll come back here, where I was born and raised, 
there’s no place like home, it’s the best … This is the country I like, which … 
O.P.A. Drug trafficking made in Romania. 27 years old. It was a lot, and all for nothing. To charge a group of friends with trafficking when 
they buy drugs for their own use... I find it absurd. I got four years for less than half a gram. 0,32 points. Heroin. 
I and a few friends wanted to buy and use. We used. We were heroin users, both me and my friends. And it so happened that I was the 
one to go looking for it. My friends didn’t know the turf. It so happened I was the unlucky one who found some, as it were. And one of us 
had been followed by the police. His mother had filed some sort of self-denunciation, I don’t know. His mother really wanted to throw 
him in jail. To get him off the heroin. And she got about 13 individuals inside. They surveyed us electronically and when I bought the 
stuff I came with the goods, I was caught red-handed. In order to reduce our sentence a little we ratted on some dealers, real dealers. 
Those from whom, we ratted on those from whom we got the stuff and it amounted to 13 individuals. From 5. That’s how many we had 
been to start with. Otherwise we wouldn’t have got four years. We would’ave got at least 10. I got four years with all the extenuating 
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circumstances and article 16. So we would’ave done at least 10 if we hadn’t done this thing.  
In Romania there are dealers from… with ages between 10 and 60-70. There are kids who use heroin. Kids, I even saw one at the 
entrance to a block of flats, I ran into a child, he was 11. I asked him out of curiosity, I didn’t know him personally. I saw him shoot it, so 
young, only 11. When I was his age I didn’t even smoke. There are dealer families who make their children deal. ’Cause before they’re 14 
they don’t even fall under the incidence of the penal law. 
So in the beginning, around ’92, the Arabs dominated the drug market. And little by little they were excluded from the market by the 
gipsies. I’m not saying it out of race hatred, I have absolutely nothing against gipsies or other ethnic groups, but that’s the truth. 
At 19. I didn’t start with heroin. I used K, pot and at when I was about 21 I started using heroin. Mere curiosity. Try this, try that. You 
try them all. At that time there wasn’t, they didn’t have such strong campaigns against drugs in our country. It was practically quasi-
unknown territory. You tried, you liked it, no one said anything, you could ... you used in the streets and no one said anything. I was seen 
shooting at McDonald’s by ... And ... it was OK. No police, no nothing. The first time I shot in the park. For a beginner it isn’t expensive, 
’cause you need very little. The first time I shot two units. Not even a thousandth of a gram of heroin. At that time it cost one hundred 
thousand lei, three dollars. And I used to shoot five times. So it wasn’t expensive. 
I had a business that went well. With me it wasn’t a question of money. I sold electrical appliances, cell phones, I had a ... a mini-kiosk, a 
boutique. And it went pretty well. It had good custom. And it went well, I was making money. I made an average profit of about 100-150 
dollars a day. I did well. That’s how I got into drugs. I had become bored. Nothing seemed right. I had got fed up with the booze, with ... I 
thought I’d try something new. I was a student ... Now it’s all over. At the faculty of installations. When I took up heroin I was in the 3rd 
year ... and then in the 3rd year ... and …
I went in for rehabilitation treatments, but I didn’t succeed. The longest time I stayed clean was three months and a half. Cold turkey. 
Now, I consider myself cured. It’s been two years and two months since I last used. Since the day of the arrest. I consider myself ... I had 
the opportunity to use in ... in the Jilava penitentiary, all right? And ... I refused. I had the opportunity to use for free. I didn’t want to. And 
... they offered me this opportunity every day I was there, for five months.  
We live in the 21st century and we are compelled to wash in a trough? Not here, I mean in Jilava. In a trough which is less than one metre 
away from the latrine. From which it is only separated by a wall around, let’s say, half a metre high. There isn’t the slightest shred of 
privacy. Lice, scab. If you refuse to put on the penal uniform when you go to court, ’cause I caught a rash from it, if you refuse to put on 
the penal uniform you get beaten in Jilava. By masked policemen. So you can’t sue anyone for ill treatment. Who has beaten you? Masked 
policemen. Which ones? We are simply treated like beasts. 
When I came from Jilava I weighed 56 kilos. Here it’s somewhat better, in Colibași. It’s much better. But ... it’s a long way. There’s a lot of 
room for improvement. Another thing that’s absurd – once the state sentences us to so many years as if we were to live 3 or 4 hundred 
of them – like crows, it should take a certain responsibility, at least regarding the food and the ... I have hepatitis C. The diet is totally 
inadequate. My parents have to spend 3-400 dollars a month so that I might get something to eat. 
I have caused them to grow old, they have grown old, really, in no time, they got sick, my father had a stroke, got a semi-paresis ... My 
sister is holding up the best and she’s trying to help me with all her might. She’s doing her best. They’ve been doing everything that’s 
humanly possible for me to give up heroin. It isn’t easy for anyone. I hope with all my heart, anyway, I’ve given up the whole entourage. 
Once I’ve been able to stay clean in here … 
P.A. My brother passed away last year. Car accident. My father was a wood-keeper and died from ... the diagnosis is cancer. Carotid and 
aorta, bifurcation. Then I worked in the trading business, as a saleswoman. So ... It went well, I can’t complain, so long as I was alone. 
Afterwards, when I trusted certain persons, it was too late when I woke up to reality. 
It was my responsibility. From what I gathered from the prosecutor’s office, they, those guys, that’s what they dealt in. So, fraud. So 
that was in their character. It wasn’t just with me that they done this. They done this with other people who had other companies. So 
they took advantage of naivety. So they went for example, they picked up goods from a certain enterprise, so take me – I was working 
on a contract, they got the goods from me ... In the beginning they gave me the money, I paid the supplier, after which they stopped at a 
certain point. And it was a pretty big sum. Or they dealt in fake cheques. Fake. No liquidity in their accounts. Though when the respective 
bank checked, the bank said they had liquidity. They could ... they could make the payment. But in a pretty short time, it took, I don’t 
know, half an hour, they already emptied the account. And I can tell you now that I’m’ere for a cheque which I didn’t sign it. It says so in 
the indictment too. But since I got two court files ’cause of them ... I had two court files. For one I got a suspended sentence and for the 
other, which it’s because of them that I’m doing so fine, thank you very much, I got it, I’m doing time, I got those three suspended years 
and one more year. So four years. 
And he’s free, the Italian. But that cheque leaf and all, that ain’t signed by me. I didn’t even know it was fraud, what he was doing. That 
cheque leaf didn’t even get used. That cheque leaf in question stayed with me, it says there black on white in the indictment that it’s not 
signed and stamped by me. It’s signed ... It also says who it’s signed by, and all that, so ... and the respective analysis, graphologically. 
But... And they used ... they used a payment order, they made out a fake payment order. I found this out from the prosecutor, who faxed it 
to the supplier. I’d already bought the goods from them, I passed them through this company I had, I sold them on. Accessory to fraud. 
Yet, all the responsibility falls on me. They’re free and doing just fine, thank you very much. That’s it, what can I do? Can I do anything 
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while I’m in here? Or out? If I didn’t do nothing while I was out ... ’cause I trusted they’d go on the fair path of justice.  If that’s what 
they decided... that I done wrong and he ... and I am this ... what can I do? I’ll do more when I get out of here, ’cause I got half a mind I 
won’t give up. I’m gonna be looking for that file so hard ... I don’t know what more to tell you. 
So ... They arrested the guy, but after I don’t know how many months they detained him on suspicion, and afterwards, with some string-
pulling, he got out ... And he started moving his court file around wherever he wanted. Under the pretext that someone has some grudge 
against him, someone from Arad ... From the justice system. He went to Deva, then to Alba Iulia ... And in Alba Iulia it was through. Yeah, 
an appeal. 
The warrant, it came, I got notified I had to show up, and I showed up ... And I came to Colibași. What sense did it make to flee the 
country, or do what? That’s it. So, there’s no way out ... once you get into such a situation. I’ll carry out my sentence and later on I’ll see 
what I can do. I got no strings attached. What I’ll do personally, what really interests me and what I really want is to ... so ... to find my 
mother still alive, and to be able to take care of this file. Some way of appeal to make him pay ... there must be. If there isn’t, there are still 
his acolytes. 
Someone’s gotta pay for all what I suffered ... So I’m not giving up. Including the guy who ruled in my case, to see why he ruled like 
he done, when I heard with my own ears in the indictment when it got read. That what me and the witnesses declared is true. The 
prosecution also backed me. And the others. He’s free and just fine thank you very much. How d’you explain that? 
P.T. 43 to ... I still have 30 days until the probation commission. Family in Bucharest, four children. She’s a housewife, she manages, her 
parents also help her. My parents help her too ... she can manage with the money, not that good but ... What’s there to say, that’s that. 
I’m not around no more ... Things were different ... when I was ... at home ... They managed better, but that’s that.
I stole a pouch from a citizen with money, from a car I took it. So I got followed and they caught me ... It seemed to them I was 
suspicious and I was followed for about an hour, approximately one hour, and I got caught. Yes, I was sentenced for theft. So I got caught 
by a policeman who knew me. So, the same policeman who arrested me on the last conviction. The problem was that, so me, it’s them 
circumstances that got me in: the children, the family, although I was working at the time, but the money wasn’t enough, the money 
wasn’t enough for the family and I was compelled to resort to such stuff too. Small salary. Me, when I got arrested I had a job too, I was 
working at the Depot, for Transcom16. Small salary, not much, six million, seven million a month it got, it was tough ... You imagine, four 
children, many obligations, out of which three are in school, many family problems and I was compelled to resort to these stealings that 
16. Public transportation
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... Now what am I going to do, now ... my thought is to start working, but not in Romania, I want to go work abroad, ’cause here you can’t 
live. So with the family I got, very large family, you can’t ... Here with the salary that ... six million ... seven million ... that they give you 
here. I’m compelled to go work abroad or ... that’s the only possibility. Not to come here in jail no more, ’cause otherwise obligatory ... if I 
... I’ll be straight with you ... if I get out and I stay in Romania to ... to stay here ... I’ll take to stealing again, ’cause I got nothing else to 
do, no other possibility, the salaries being what they are here, I’m compelled. Children want a lot of stuff, they don’t know you don’t have 
this and that, you have to get them clothes, food, utility bills for the flat. Half the salary I had to spend on utility bills only and on what 
was needed for house taxes. I got two boys and two girls. 
Pretty hard, due to family, stress, I thought of the family all the time, that’s the problem. If I didn’t have nobody maybe my conviction 
would’ve passed faster too. I mean these years that passed, 2 years and 4 months, seemed like an eternity, due to family, stress, worries, 
’cause all the time, day and night, maybe only when I sleep I can’t think of them, but the rest of the time I always think of them. That’s 
how things are, it’s tough ...
P.V. My deed falls under law 39, organised crime and terrorism. And … specifically, in my deed, which is the shell game17. So law 39. 
What’s mine? Gambling.
48 years old. We’re on the medical section, I’m sick in the heart, in the liver, a bunch of diseases. After 40 years they’ve been piling up. 
I drank a great lot. I was a notorious drinker. Yeah, and I quit. I smoke a lot. I’m hardened. I quit many things, I had great ambition. I 
still can’t make the decision about smoking. I used to drink about 4-5 kg of Vodka a day, no kidding. Ki-lo-grams. Beer and wine were tea 
to me, a water pistol, you know what I mean? Vodka. And about … I was at it for about 20 years until I got it in the liver, chronic toxic 
hepatitis, and since then I quit, since 1999. Well, seeing as my profession was the shell game, ’cause that’s my profession. 
From gambling under contravention, you imagine, they got me under law 39. We are from Deva, the group from Deva. They charged us as 
a group and I think they’ll get me out from under this stupid law. For gambling, yeah, 3 months, 6 months, 5 months, it’s a contravention. 
But what was law 153 then is law 61 now. It was in Ceaușescu’s time, they got you under real fast. Well if you got no job and they 
caught you in the park, they’d get you under. Under contravention. As homeless. You understand?
That’s what I done and I gave to the poor. Yeah, I give to the poor, I like to give to the poor, and actually in Brad to the kids that got AIDS, 
at the orphanage, I built a roadside cross to honour the poor. I really mean it. I got tapes at home, recorded. And I’m from that part of the 
world, from the area of Gura Berzei where there’s the gold mines and many are poor. And all the time I’d go and give them. Yeah, in block, 
not just to one or two, in block. That’s the kind of soul I got, I guess I like it. Let me tell you sometin’ else, don’t take me for Gigi Becali18, 
I’m into movies like Mihai Viteazul [Michael the Brave], Haiducii [Justiciary Outlaws], Burebista, in general all the movies with outlaws that steal 
from the rich to give to the poor. I like the forest; in fact at home I planted myself a forest, cross my heart. So I got something from a haiduc’s 
soul, in conclusion I like to take from the rich to give to the poor. It’s them, the rich that play most. You know why they play? To win.
This game, when you play in a square, somewhere, where you play the shell game, you understand, they crowd around, they’re called 
supporters. You don’t get your hand in his pocket, you don’t force him. First of all you tell everybody they don’t have to, but he still 
plays. You know why he plays? To win. So, I have a go at his money, he has a go at my money. Well, when he doesn’t guess I don’t lie to 
him, ’cause two are black marbles and one’s white. I don’t lie to him, I can’t. But he takes the risk. You see, it’s the sleight of hand, the 
perspicacity. Just like going for lottery tickets and drawing a lottery ticket. But from a bag of tickets, 80% don’t win, 20% win. With the 
shell game 33% win, 66% don’t win ’cause there’s two black and one white, you understand? To make things more clear, if there was a 
Dacia19 in every lottery ticket, everyone’d buy them, right? 
Just to give you an idea, for example in lei20, at a fair, one million two hundred, one million seven hundred, up to two million. I mean you 
couldn’t stay too long, ’cause people would get outraged, the coppers would come.
You see, after ’90 there came this chaos: black market, currency exchange, sales, purchases, give me that, give me that, give me that, you 
understand? There was that chaos.
I never liked to steal, no, I’m a far cry from stealin’, robbin’ or drugs. And I chose the shell game, seeing as it’s a contravention, just like 
currency exchange. And, why should I lie, I got the odd pair of jeans from one place and gave it away some other place. You see, especially 
in those times, there were … seeing as there was no clothes in the stores, right? We’d look for better ones.
So we’d go to Timișoara, ’cause in Timișoara there were the Serbs, we’d get five pairs of jeans, ten pairs of jeans from there and we’d sell 
them on this side. My cut was about a thousand lei, one thousand five hundred lei. One thousand five hundred lei was almost a salary. 
Those were the conditions back then. Or you’d get the pack of cigarettes for fifty and sell it for one hundred. But I was mainly in the 
17. Alba-neagra, a gambling scam meant to swindle gullible passers-by. In Romanian it literally means “the white – the black”, probably as a reminiscence of the times when 
it was played with black and white marbles. Another explanation can be based on the use of language: in Romanian there is a saying – ori e albă, ori e neagră / it is either 
white or black (in the sense of “make up your mind”). It is very similar to the shell game/Thimblerig.
18. Romanian billionaire, football team owner, media buffoon and politician with a seat in the EU Parliament, with an appetite for religion, nationalist rants and vulgar 
statements. 
19. Romanian car brand.
20. The subject talks here in ROL, old Romanian lei. The exchange rate is about 10.000,- ROL = 1,- Euro. Further down the page the reference is to Romanian lei in the 
beginning of the 90’s, with a different exchange rate in relation to the USD.
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shell game business. And don’t forget what I’m telling you, ’cause I’ve said it to everybody. In fact I admitted to everybody that there’s 
no way, you can’t lie when you play the shell game, can’t say it wasn’t you. If you play, 50 people see you all at once. I played the shell 
game, I’ll probably play again, but the great satisfaction I have is I give to the poor. In fact even here you can ask mister instructor and 
he’ll tell you. I’ve given things to the whole section, I’ve helped, cross my heart, I mean it. Instant coffee, cigarettes, cans of food. I get 
packages and I don’t eat them all and I give them to the poor. I got a daughter in Germany, she works there, has for a long time, she’s 
married to a German, you understand?
I got 4 children by 4 wives. Mr. Dan, I liked the flower of youth. I had the think pink kind of mind, me. But with common sense, within 
boundaries. I don’t like them things that go on nowadays: drugs, fuss, heroes21, I’m not into that. I was old school, I mean I’d kiss a lady’s 
hand, you understand, even if she had gloves on I’d kiss her hand.
Got a job too. Well I got a little over 10 years of paid work, almost 11 years, I got my employment record, I got everything. Yeah, after ’90 
we got started on other stuff, after ’90 there was that serious chaos. You’d go quickly to Hungary, you’d go, you’d get things there, you’d 
bring things back from there, you’d make money from cigarettes, from coffee. Coffee: well you’d go, you’d get it quickly for seven hundred, 
you’d sell it for one million, one million and a half, a thousand, a thousand and a half as it was then, you imagine? If we got “Inka”, which 
was a lousy coffee, you understand, compared to what’s out there now. Well, they’d crowd around, they’d pound on you and buy, they’d 
pound. ’Cause you couldn’t get nothing and that was an advantage, you could make money. You’d make money on the black market. 
I got in for a contravention. So far I’ve only been in for contravention. In ’96, I got 3 months for the shell game. “You played?” “Yes.” 
“Here, since you’ve admitted, you get 3 months.” You understand? I’m not a recidivist, I’m not. I got good conduct here, I distinguished 
myself. I like culture and I take part in competitions, I’m into sports, I give tips, I place bets and counter-bets. Oh, I’m dot on with that. 
“Come on, dude, you bet a pack that England beats? Or France?” But not book keeping. Just there in the room, on a cup of coffee, on … 
“Dude, you bet a cup of coffee he’s going to score a goal now?” It works. We talk, we contend. They are sport fans, one supports Dinamo, 
another one Steaua, another one…
In this group there was blackmail first of all, prostitution, gambling, assault. I am in for gambling - say 3 months, 2 years, and so on. 
Many of us didn’t know each other. Can you imagine? Yes, they just got us into the same group. The boys even went on hunger strike. 
Because… well, there’s a lot of abuse. For instance me and the other guy who got in for the shell game, we didn’t have no authorisation 
for phone tapping. They tapped us, mind you, for a year and about 3 months before they opened the penal investigation. One year and no 
21. Code name for heroine, hard drugs.
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authorisation. For instance, many of the witnesses of the prosecution were cops and they said: well, we haven’t seen Pătrui, we haven’t 
caught him, we haven’t fined him. 
I’ve been to Berlin in Alexander Platz playing the shell game and took the Jerry’s money. Mind you, I didn’t steal. They gave it with their 
own hands. So I didn’t steal from them. The way they see us, we’re the dregs of the world, as they see us… Well, all right, let’s go back 
to where we started. If he came to play, he saw I was Romanian, why’d he play? Mr. Dan, to win, yes? And in fact it’s one to one, ’cause 
there’s no other way to play the game. I want to get his money, but in his mind he also wants to get my money.
It’s a dexterity game. So there are 3 shells, you understand? There’s the pea. And you jerk them around and move them. So there’s the pea 
in one of them. But with the shell game there’s a mark. These two lose, this one wins. And then I through my sleight of hand, through my 
sleight of hand, I hide them. Your duty is to guess this one, you understand? It doesn’t get away, right? Am I lying to you? I’m not lying 
to you. And I mix them up, I shift them around on a newspaper, so, on a newspaper, how I turn the paper, mind you, how as I turn the 
paper, and your duty is to guess this one, but not your obligation, only if you want to, ’cause I don’t force anyone, I don’t stick my hands 
in nobody’s pockets. In fact I even say and repeat all the time: mind you, no one’s forced to play. You know why? 60% lose, they lose. And 
I tell them “I didn’t make you play.” So you see now it’s here, yes, now it’s there. This one loses, this one doesn’t have it inside, this one 
does, mind you, if it doesn’t, it doesn’t win, if it wins and where it wins and I do this with the paper. When I’m done I take my hand away, 
well, the moment I take my hand away, I don’t touch it anymore. Anyone seen it? Anyone wants to play? Mind you, no one’s forced. Those 
that have to play show the money; how much, one hundred? I give you back two hundred. So that’s that, so this is the shell game...
Now for the cup22, as you say, there’s one pea and the pea is shifted from one side to the other. I got no sleight of hand with the pea. 
Here, give me 3 [video] tapes, mister, give me 3 tapes, it’s all … and that newspaper. It’s all right, very good, with the tapes I can show 
you better. Give me this paper. Well, look here. So, this wins, right? These two lose. Have a look. I mix them up, I whirl them around, two 
don’t have it, this one has it, this one wins, this one doesn’t win, mind you how I shift them. So this is it. What’s going on? What other 
tape do you have there? Give me 3 tapes of the same kind. Good, leave those alone. Let me show you sometin’. Mr. Dan, you guess this 
one. Stand up. So mind you. That one’s marked. This one wins, this one doesn’t win, two don’t win, this one wins. But two don’t have 
nothing. Mind you this, mind you how I whirl them and shift them. Which one do you say wins? Turn it over. Yes, but let me tell you 
sometin’, you’ve turned it, but I didn’t make you. You watch me once more. This one wins, two don’t have nothin’, mind you, two don’t 
have nothin’, this one wins, so mind you how I turned them and I … which one has it?
In ’79. From some circus people, I liked it when I saw you could make money from it. First of all you don’t force no one, you don’t stick 
your hands in nobody’s pockets. He comes to you, you don’t go to him.
In casinos where there’s all sorts of money laundering, of this and that, through games, whatnot, lotteries that are forbidden, lotteries 
in America, like in Al Capone’s time and they used to bet and … that’s gambling. Gambling. What I’ve shown you here is no gambling, it’s 
perspicacity, it’s sleight of hand. But when you gamble you throw the dice and what gives, gives. So you don’t control it no more. 
The whole country, in every cities, at every corner they play the shell game. There are the Serbs, but they play mostly with cups, these 
are dangerous; then there are the Albanians, the Hungarians, with the pea made of a match, the Russians. And us with the cards. Then, in 
’90, in ’91 I went to Germany and I watched the cups and the pea. You must be very dexterous, but here’s another thing. I’ll show you for 
the last time, I don’t want you to get it on tape, but I’ll show you the secret too.
I had 4 by 4 women, 2-3 got adopted, ’cause I didn’t stay with the mothers. I made my share of mistakes in my youth, but you see, they 
are my children, I own them, I get respect, esteem from them.
I’m trying to get a pension and sort of give it up. In fact I don’t feel like it anymore. Let me tell you something else. Crooks, thieves, 
robbers, drug dealers and the lot, they are going to last a while. Let me tell you what the crooks is like, well, I play you good, but then 
other young ones come and then I get old, but they call me with them. I give them my share of advice and whatnot. And they give me my 
cut out of respect. Well, now I’m done with the shell game, I don’t get out at my age to play the shell game. But I was there too and they 
gave me a cut too, “give him a bread to eat.” So there is a rule between outlaws, between punks, between... Except for drugs. With drugs 
I don’t agree. No, I’ve never done drugs. I didn’t even have a smoke even if I had my chance. Or I travelled across the country, at fairs, 
whatnot, I’d go to discos to remember my youth. But let me tell you something Mr. Dan, an image that disgusts me. So you get in, the 
stench draws you out of the room and if you go to the loo you see her sucking it. So the situation is degraded and the world’s going to the 
dogs. It’s a really ugly picture. It’s the white death, it’s ... And I’ll admit all my life that I played and all that. ’Cause I liked it. It gave me 
satisfaction too.
But don’t forget what I’m telling you, Mr. Dan. I gave to the poor. I gave to the poor even here, ask Mr. Instructor. I’m now in a hell of a 
tension with my thoughts. You imagine I’m locked up here and I get all sorts of thoughts. On the first it’ll be one year and 8 months, 20 
months. Prevention, it’s slow. Anyway I’m holding my head down. What’s true is true, I participated and I admitted it. Sure thing. A shell 
game player can’t deny. A pickpocket gets on busses, on trams, on whatnot, almost no one sees him. Yes, but since I play here I get seen 
by 20, 30, 40 people. They see me and there’s no way I can lie. Don’t forget what I told you. I gave to the poor. Anytime, anytime I can 
boast about it, I swear to you, I care about the poor. 
22. Another “brand” of shell game, with only one pea hidden under a cup.
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R.A.C. Five grades. I blew it. Outside. I quit going to school. I was just hanging around that town of mine. Walking around the town. Alone. 
My old man’s dead, my mother’s mentally ill. Three brothers. 
[how did he make a living] From stealing. It’s me and my older bro, I’ve got another brother in here. 
[life inside] I’m not good at pretty much nothing. I didn’t study outside ... If only I could study here. I’m going out to school. English, 
French ... physics, mathematics, chemistry, that’s it. Count to thirty in English. [in English] One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, 
nine, ten. They don’t take me out to work ... I’m too small. I’m short. Not tall enough. There’s some blokes that sing, I like them. I sing 
along with the TV, I imitate voices. 
R.C. Well I mean I have a deed ... almost laughable. Seven wood logs. From the forest ... a predujice, predujice of two million. Prejudice. I 
had ... my wife was one month short of giving birth and then I was going to bring her home. It was cold at the time, ’cause she gave birth 
on 15 Sectember. And it was cold. You had to make fire in the house. And they wasn’t giving out no authorisations, no papers then. And 
I went to get a few wood logs and that’s when they got me. Yes, I got sentenced before. And I got sentenced four years. I transported 
some animals and they were stolen. Well I had my papers, the papers to the car, everything above board. In my car, other guys rented me. 
And they didn’t tell me them cows was stolen and that night the police stopped us and ...
Well I haven’t worked since ’94. It doesn’t exist no more, I used to work in a ballast pit in Călinești as a driver and if with this democracy 
we have now it got dissolved, it was every man for himself, we took away what we could. 
[working as convicts] We don’t do nothing. Where can they take us? There’s nowhere to go. We register. To get out and work. To get 
ourselves some money ... We get some money out of it but ... there’s no work available. There’s no work, there’s no work, there’s no work. 
The wife has her job and I do what I can. Animals, gardening ... ’Cause I wanted to get hired but when they hear ... You done time? I done, 
yeah. You’re no longer one of us. Pushed aside. I was in rehabilitation as room chief. Here at the club ... Manele23, manele, manele, yeah. 
Things change from one day to the other. I say things to one’s face. Let me tell you honestly, ’cause I don’t really like to, I don’t really lie. 
[self-mutilation] Me, when I was there in Ploiești, when I got convicted four years, I despaired. I couldn’t stand it no more. I was too far 
away from my family too and ... You know, it let off some steam when I cut my arms like that. With the razorblade, yeah. I’d tie it up and 
it’d stick back together again. When I got to it, I’d cut them one after the other, just like that. When I despaired, I got it bad. 
I was very ... I was thinking that the family’s falling apart, everything’s falling apart.
23. The manea (plural manele) is a bad-taste, kitschy music species that was introduced in Romania by the gipsy minority some 20 years ago. It originally derived from an old 
Turkish species, the manel. It evinces Macedo-Romanian, Greek, Turkish, Arabian and Serbian influences. The style incorporates pop, rap, hip-hop, dance, techno, and even jazz 
and rock elements. Similar music styles are also present in Balkan areas such as Bulgaria (chalga), Serbia (turbo-folk), Montenegro, Albania, Bosnia, Greece (laïko) and Turkey.
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R.G. Seven grades. I couldn’t do no more ... The entourage, I entouraged myself with some ... friends and I quit school. I didn’t want to 
go no more. My parents they split up, I grew up with some grandparents. I got a younger brother. But we grew up separate. With the 
grandparents on our father’s side. And me with the grandparents on our mother’s side. 
Dad passed away and mum’s abroad, since ... many years ago. Yeah, in Spain. I ain’t heard from her for several years. She gives no sign of 
life. I stayed with my grandparents and now they come to see me here too. They visit me here. I had a good life with my grandparents. 
Decent like. At least I didn’t lack nothing I wanted, but ... When I got into this entourage I wanted too much already and ... I wanted too 
much and I ended up here. 
I robbed someone. Of some ... in a bar. I was there, I was drinking there me and three other mates. And this ... this man came in. Drunk, 
there in this bar. He started taking out money to ... ’cause he was drunk. He was ... he started taking out the money there in the bar. It 
thrilled us and we beat’im there in this bar and we took his money. Yeah, we were even more wasted than he was. We took four million off 
him and ... we ended up here. 
I’ve been convicted before, also. For theft, robbery. Same thing. That’s life. When I was fifteen. I got several convictions. I did three years, 
I ... the first conviction. Since 2004 been arrested now. Again. Actually the very first time I did four months. They didn’t get to convict 
me, I got released. I got help, there was someone who worked in probation for minors at that time and I got released. I went to ... I went 
to ... to a programme to ... something like to get us to integrate better or stuff like that. Anyway, I didn’t go to that course and I went on 
like that, and after, I got arrested again. I did the two years and ten months I was telling you about earlier. And ... I was out for one year 
and four months and – now again. 
But I won’t ... It’ll pass. I ain’t got used to it, I’m just optimistic. That’s all. I ain’t got used to it. You can’t get used to it. ’Course, it’s our 
home now. While I got to stay here it’s my home, right? Till I get myself released. We get used to it. Same things, same faces, same events 
every day. You already ... it’s like you’re passive to what’s going on. But it’ll pass, ’cause time ain’t gonna stay still, it’ll all pass and... we’ll 
see. Now I hope I wised up... Finally. Till now I was like younger, I didn’t really get it ... 
Professionally I don’t see what... ’Cause if I ain’t done nothing ’til this age I don’t know… I mean I can’t hammer in a nail, you know. I mean 
to say. I’m trying to find something. There’s loads of stuff you can do. You gotta learn. With my seven grades, what? I don’t even know how 
to type my own name on a computer. But I’ll learn, I’ll learn. ’Cause I wanna learn and... I believe in me now, that I can. No, I wanted to go 
out and work to earn a few days and to get released earlier. Besides that, I could’ave learned something at work. A trade maybe. But when 
they make a commission to decide on the work, ’cause they make commissions like that... And function of our conduct, of how long we got 
left, of our deed, we get assigned to work. Inside’ere and outside. Now this penitentiary’s become maximum security and it’s like more strict 
and I played football in the yard and the ball flew over the fence and I went, I jumped over the fence to get it and I got myself a report. A 
reprimand. I can get this cancelled, this report. We go in for competitions, socio-educational stuff. So they’d cancel our reports. 
R.S. ’Bout 8 months. Until parole. Done only 6 grades. I didn’t continue ’cause of my entourages. Had too much truancy. Got expelled a 
few times. I also didn’t behave good. My parents were separated; I grew up only with my mum, since I can remember, since I was young. 
I met dad when I was 18. Partially, only on the street, like that, we just met a couple of times. My mum she tried to lead me on the right 
path, like. Yeah ... we lived in this neighbourhood, like, from the periphery of the city, where most people they’re poor there. 
And I ganged up with friends who came from split families, from parents, one of them or … one of the parents or both parents who were 
former recidivists ... And they later on became recidivists themselves, those friends of mine. It’s a social environment that’s more weak 
developed there, in my area.  
This is the fourth time. I was in for about six years; I had four convictions, but smaller’uns. One of them, I done it in another prison, in 
Tulcea, where I worked, in the system ... The same, I got myself released on the 13th of December from there.  
I tried to work outside, each time I got myself released, but I met with rejection at interviews, from the bosses, ’cause I’m a recidivist. 
My mum supported me for a while, I mean in the sense that she offered me the place where she lived too and that’s about it. The rest 
I tried to get it for myself. Working by the day, or after there was no more work to do, I stole. Function of demand, so to speak. If I 
got asked for a phone, phone is what I stole. If I heard someone that they needed a spare tyre, spare tyre it was. And … Or a car tape 
recorder, or ... Mostly up to 3 million lei. Though now I got a prejudice of 12 million. I stole two bicycles, a bag and a phone. No, the bag I 
got from a bar. The barman of that respective bar he went behind that institution and during that time, in which I was hanging ’round to 
order something, it leaped to my eyes and I took it and made off with it. And the phone from a salesgirl’s table. In a shop. 
I’m trying, I’m hoping to do something, ’cause it’s already pretty late with ... People already got a family, they got ... A job, a place to live 
... I want to try to integrate and I hope the social environment in Romania now, after the [EU] accession  will help me. 
Inside the prison I tried to take part in these programmes for social rehabilitation, function of how you can ... how you can take part in 
them. ’Cause there’s quite a few of us and we can’t attend in such a large number. 
I had a ... A reprimand. I got it cancelled, they deleted it, but I got to prove improvement to be able to go out and work again. I didn’t 
want to take down a screen. From the bed side. Three guys in two beds. 
S.A.V. Five years eight months. Robbery. From a commune near Curtea de Argeş, from a village called Vâlsăneşti. I spent primary and 
secondary school in the countryside, then I lived in Curtea de Argeş ’bout four years, then I moved to Piteşti. Vocational school, forestry. 
When I was young I thought it was a good idea: forest, green grass. Like in childhood. And I took to it, and then I didn’t like it anymore 
after I grew up. I came to Piteşti and I came and I got myself employed at a car cable factory. Dacia. I worked all summer long, till I got 
arrested. 
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It was during this weekend I remained alone, I was living with my concubine and she got a bad case of cold and I had to get her admitted 
to hospital. With a friend, from one bar to another, we had a few beers, we teased these young men, we took their phones, as it were, we 
aggressed them, but no violence there, it was like hey, give me your phone for a second I want to make a phone call, and we made off with 
it. Maybe it’s already absurd when you say the booze is to blame, it’s normal, everyone blames it on the booze, but I wasn’t really into 
drinking, I didn’t use to drink, to smoke … It was like an entourage for the weekend. I was alone, I sort of felt more free. It’s also an age 
when you’re not ripe enough to think some things out, it’s later that you figure out some things, it’s useless crying over spilt milk, what’s 
done is done. No, no. It’s ... I met him in this outdoor cafe. From one thing to the next, we made friends, of course and I realised that he is 
second cousin with my concubine. He didn’t have any part in this. He didn’t take part in the act, he was accessory, actually he got booked 
as accessory. He was in a way wrong accused. ’Cause, like I said, this was an idea that came on me just like that, on the way to the cab 
station. 
There’s not going to be no plans right now, I mean to ... I’m thinking of getting out of here. Of course, I thought to finish school at a 
distance, distance education, and to get myself a job again. Or in the worst ... if it’s still gonna work abroad, working on the black market 
I mean, I’ll go abroad. This was my bad, ’cause I didn’t leave when I should’ave, ’cause I had the opportunity to leave. My mum left, she 
begged me to go, I’d already met her, my current concubine, I already spent some time with her, so it was tough for me to leave her. My 
mum now she’s in the countryside. She doesn’t work no more, she got remarried. I’m from her first marriage. [step father] No, I didn’t 
get along with him from when I was little, that’s why I left home, to avoid ... He treated me bad somewhat and I couldn’t take it and I 
got mad … My nerves are bad. So he drove me nuts and … I get mad and I can’t control myself and I wanted to avoid, we were family, it 
wasn’t nice. And … I tried to go my own way, not ask for their help. I don’t come from a family that’s too well off from a material point of 
view. I was already feeling bad asking them for money, specially seeing as I got three more siblings who are pupils all three of them, two 
of them commute and it’s very hard. That was it, I came those two days, Saturday and Sunday, a cursed weekend and what happened, 
happened. It was just this one night, we went to my place, we slept, we got up the next day in the afternoon and, the same, we went to 
this club, in the evening – striptease show, we didn’t leave on time, got tipsy… 
Finish high-school and then, probably, I mean I feel apt to go to a vocational school. I won’t be able to get out of here so easy, I’ll have to 
wait and see the branch that’ll seem to fit best. Probably time will change me too and I will have to find the right option. 
[natural father] I don’t know him and I didn’t want to know him. If he’d been the kind who’s a good father, he’d ‘ave looked for me. Or 
at least he could come and talk to me. I didn’t accept, I didn’t even want to know him, to have nothing to do with him; I didn’t want to 
complicate things. And my mum, who I really care about her, she said to leave things like they are. I take it, my mum told me, that he 
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remarried, that he got two girls too, I didn’t want to meet them, I found out where he lives, not the building exactly, just the area where 
he lives, I found out some things about him, but I wasn’t interested, I didn’t want to stir things up. At that age, I mean about 5 years 
ago, you feel the need for a father, your father, maybe it seems to you, even if the other one is good, you know he’s not yours, you can’t 
feel that love you have for your parent, never for someone else. 
Visiting it’s harder because she’s not 18 yet and the parents took my papers, they don’t want her to have anything more to do with me. 
She left with me. We left ... She ran away from home as it were. They didn’t want to agree and in the end they accepted us because they 
didn’t have a choice. But we still keep in touch. Now she’s going through some really tough times because she’s got some parents like 
you wouldn’t imagine. They put her in a psychiatric clinic so that she won’t visit me, so that she won’t have any contact with me and she 
undergone a treatment. ’Cause of her father, ’cause she has connections there in the hospital, they kept her locked up in there and she 
put on weight, so she’s going through some tough times now. We had plans for the future, but they kinda got ruined. This was the problem 
with our arrest because an uncle of hers intervened, her father’s connections, and he being a commissioner, that’s why things got to this 
point and to what happened with our investigation. That’s why the two of us were booked for this, he was convicted too and he got a 
sentence that’s too long and … They were high ranking people, well-known, and since they didn’t want her to be a laughing stock from this 
age ... Too young … All this time they reproached us that we were immature. Many things have changed; this isn’t the ’80s-’90s no more. 
It’s true that young people today also exaggerate a lot, enormously, in the negative sense and not only, maybe you feel there are moments 
when you realise it’s not the right thing, but you got no choice because you feel … If you don’t do the same you feel left out, pushed 
aside from those near you. And you feel bad, you feel driven away and one way or another you’re compelled to adapt to that style, but at 
a certain point you become addicted to it, as it were, that’s what happens, so that’s my idea. In fact that’s what’s happened the whole 
world over with this change, with young people. The wrong path that got taken. So a group of friends, if they have their own lifestyle and 
if you want to make a friend, for a time they won’t ask you to do certain things, they won’t ask ‘hey man you come with me to this club, 
you come with us to have a beer’, whatnot … But at some point he’ll say you don’t come today, you don’t come tomorrow, I won’t take no 
more notice of you and you’ll be left all alone. And it doesn’t feel too good to be left alone. When you feel driven away, you feel alone, you 
feel turned away, you start thinking different, you start to suffer, to clam up. Maybe I’m not thinking straight neither, that … I never said 
that … Right now, when you’re in the same situation, you don’t think twice about it, you think it’s like … You think it’s like normal: ‘man, 
if he does it, why don’t I do it too? After all it’s not murder, I’m just going there, going with him to a disco, to this’n that, to a club and 
we paint the town red, we have a blast’. And you get into all sorts of things. You don’t think ahead ‘man, I don’t know him well enough to 
know what he’s capable of, what he’s got in that head of his’. 
S.D. 7 grades, the 8th one here, in the penitentiary. My parents are divorced. Yes, I was born there and my grandparents live there too. I 
lived there with them. Mother’s in Turkey, she got remarried, and my dad’s in Târgoviște, the same, got remarried. Dad has another son and 
mum two daughters. I haven’t seen them in 10 years. The last time we spoke was in the summer of 2004. 
Larceny. From cars, from shops. I operated both on my own and with others. And I been here in the infirmary before, blood infection, for 
measles boils … There’s been infections in the room. I got isolation reports too. I was, when I was in ward 4, the guys in my room decided 
to set the room on fire ’cause they wouldn’t get TV’s inside. And they set the room on fire, I couldn’t be the only one against all of them. 8 
or 9 in a room. And they set the room on fire and they came and made reports against all of us. Isolation, simple isolation. 
[conditions in isolation] Well there’s 3 rooms or 4, I don’t know for sure, and one for the inmates who refuse the food. I got 12 days.
Girlfriend? Yeah, outside. I kept in touch with her for a while when they arrested me, but then ... Now, I only know what my pals tell me 
she’s doing outside, otherwise, I don’t know.
Take the driver’s license exam. Maybe my mum will help me too. My uncle said he talked with mum and she’ll help me when I get out.
S.F. So it’s 5 months since I got arrested. Car mechanics.
We go out for fresh air at the club, we play tennis. We write home to the loved ones, that’s sort of how time passes for us, we got nothing 
else to do. I can’t go out and work because I’m not 21 yet. But when I turn 21 I’ll be able to go out and work too. 
My parents are divorced, I’ve got a stepfather but I get on well with him. I don’t have any problems, he’s like my real father. I get on 
better with him that with my real father. 10 grades, car mechanics. But anyways I grew up in a children’s home and there we had this 
instructor who looked after us. Music, I even sang, we had this band called Inocenţa24. Innocence, yes, the blameless. When my parents 
broke up, I had to go on with school. I had to go on with school and as they didn’t have any means they took me there to this children’s 
home in Râmnicu Vâlcea. There I went to a school. They did good to take me there. Maybe if I’d been at home with them, I wouldn’t have 
been able to go to school. They came, they visited me, so there were no ... I spent 8 years there in the children’s home. They came to see 
me; I went home on holidays, even weekly, if … In the summer holidays I didn’t really go home ’cause I went on camps to the seaside, 
with the children’s home. Contests, it was nice. I wish I c’d be there now too. 
There’s 6 of us siblings, and with the step ones, 11 siblings. What can I say, a whole football team, without the substitutes. They’ve all 
settled down to their own homes. I’ve got 4 siblings who’ve gone to Greece, since 2-3 years ago. I’ve got a brother who’s got 10 years 
since he’s there. He’s got citizenship there, he’s settled in well. He’s got his own restaurant, his own house, he’s doing fine. He left for 
24. The Innocence
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Greece when he was 16. Just like that, without anything at all, no passport, no nothing, fraudulently. He did good, he came to be real 
swell. Now he’s a boss. 
Me, how shall I put it, I am not a thief by profession. The entourage, friends. I went to this barbecue. Since I don’t like to drink I like 
tasted 4 glasses of wine or so and I got all worked up, the hormones went to my head. And I took the car of a friend of another friend 
of mine. It was the first time I’d met him, and I wanted to go for a joyride in it. So I didn’t intend to sell it or ... I just took it with the 
intention of going for a spin. At the entry point into Vâlcea a police crew signalled me to pull over. I, knowing that the car wasn’t mine 
and that I didn’t have a driving license, I freaked out and I drove away. But if I’d seen that they’d signaled me to pull over maybe I’d’ave 
pulled over. But I didn’t see, honest now I tell you, I didn’t see. And they started to follow me. I freaked out, I reckoned they’d shoot 
at me, I lost control of the wheel and I drove it smoothly into a ditch. That’s life, the errors of youth. Every man is subject to error and 
every man must pay in his turn. I also had a suspended sentence for a longer time. That was different, I wasn’t the offender, but... It 
was someone else and I took everything upon myself so he wouldn’t lose his job. He had a good job. I said to myself I’d get a suspended 
sentence and I did. If it’s your fate to do time, there’s no way ’round it, you do time. Just like it’s your fate to die, so it’s your fate to do 
time, there’s no way ’round it. If that’s it … that’s my destiny. Sometimes it’s fate but other times you also do it to yourself. I think that 
this once I did it to myself. For I knew what I had to my name and I didn’t learn my lesson. 
Now they gave me time, so I can stay here till hell freezes over, loads of time. Although it seems a lot for what I did. Quite a lot, 6 years, 
and another, who hits a guy, the guy falls down, hurts himself, dies, he gets 5 years because they get him under DCB25. Look, mister, he 
didn’t mean to kill him. Well, that man went to his grave, right? He didn’t mean to, but he killed him. And I, because I took a car, I got 6 
years. So I have a sentence that’s longer than for a murderer, how can I put it. Out of 6 years I’ll do 4. Because we go with 8 months to 
the year. I get out on parole after I serve 4 years. I hope this year in September I’ll be at home. I hope so, if not in September, then I’ve 
got to get all my wits into this prison thing, I have to focus on prison. I mean make prison easy on myself, to know how to talk to people. I 
mean there’s nothing else I can do, what can I do? Kill myself? 
I’m here in a room for remanders26, what we do here isn’t prison, but with the permanents27, it’s a whole different matter. That’s real 
prison. Here everyone is in jail for the first time, with the remanders. They haven’t done time before, they don’t know what prison is, 
but in a room with permanents there’s them that did time before and they all want to be as high up as possible. It’s tough with the 
permanents. If you don’t know someone there, it’s real tough. I at least have some friends that I know, but for one who doesn’t know 
25. Death causing blows
26. Convicts waiting for the final decision of the Court
27. Convicts who have received a definitive sentence
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anyone it’s pretty tough in here. I mean, it’s pretty tough for me too, even if I know some people. ’Cause no one’s going to do my time for 
me, I’ll do it myself, of my own doing, not ... Here you don’t have friends. Here if you’ve got friends, it’s all out of a certain interest, they’re 
fake friends. Here you stand alone. You got here, you’re seen like a pig, I can say. They all see you like a pig. What, he stole, he’s a thief. 
My girlfriend’s gone, since I got here. She was my girlfriend till she saw what I got, after, she said, off you go, you’ve got a sentence. She’s 
gotta live her life, right? She’s not going to wait for me to get out, and then be with a convict. Hey, what are you doing, you living with 
a convict? That’s what people out there say. Well, there’s lots of people who’ll … There’s lots of people who understand me, people who 
don’t understand me, but I don’t care a fig about them. I’m not the first to do time, there are big people who do time … That’s life, what 
can we do? Now prison’s in fashion. 
Well, I reckon I’m going to go to my siblings. Because my parents are deep in debt because of me. My folks are old already. My dad has 
cirrhosis, hepatitis. My mum’s ill, too. She works at City Hall for 3 million 900, that’s how much they give them. Not even that much, 
’cause she doesn’t get all the money net. I have to go and work and help them pay their debts. At my brother’s restaurant. For all my 
siblings work there, who live there. My brother pays. 
I must say I had everything I wanted in life, even if my parents didn’t have such a good material situation, so to say. Even if I didn’t have 
such a happy childhood, but … When I wanted a computer, they got me a computer. They never asked me for money or … I used to work, 
I used to … But they never asked me for money. They said don’t worry dear, you keep the money, so you stay out of trouble.  And it turns 
out I didn’t. 
S.M. Theft attempt. I came here, from Bucharest. 8 grades. There’s been some problems and I quit school. With my grandparents. And 
my grandparents deceased and I was left with an uncle of mine. The grandparents were from my mother’s side and the uncle from my 
mother’s side too. No, I was mum’s first child and probably that’s why she must have gotten scared and… I lived with her for a while, after 
which she left the country, in 2001. To Syria. Now she got remarried to an Arab. I don’t know nothing at all about my father, I ain’t met 
him. Probably he didn’t have … we kept in touch by phone while I was out.
I tried to purloin a DVD [player] from an automobile, I didn’t get to do it, I ran away. They didn’t catch me on that specific day and they 
catch me a week later. The friend I was with, he ratted me out. Theft attempt too. I wanted to still a BMW and I didn’t manage to leave 
with it. I stayed inside for 8 months. I worked then but not … at a car wash. 
I don’t get visits now, I just got a letter a week ago and … my uncle that I have I had an argument with him. He was supposed to come on 
the 9th of July on my birthday and he didn’t come. And he wrote me a letter like “what obligations do I have, since your mother … she’s not 
interested in you, why should I come to visit?”
S.M. Yes, 20 years, murder. From Râmnicu Vâlcea. My family are settled there too, but so far they’ve been away to Italy for 15 years. 
For the time being I’ve heard nothing from them so far. For 15 years I’ve known nothing. They let us know that I’ve got one more little 
brother and since then I’ve known nothing. There’s 6 of us, 3 girls and 3 boys. I’m the youngest, but the rest are also away, married 
abroad. I stayed with my grand-parents, my mum’s parents. Not all of them are in Italy, some are in Holland, others in Greece, others in 
Italy. I haven’t heard nothing from them, so I don’t know…
When I was out I worked as a seamstress, at a wedding dress shop, for a boss. And what’s done is done and I got in jail. The men around 
here are getting me into cases. Cases. They sue me so I don’t get out of here and so I get all this cases ... I don’t want to stay here, 
’cause I got 9 more years left and I want to go earn extra days, to leave at least half a year earlier. True, they take us to work here too, 
but here now they work, and in a few months no more, it’s over. And that way you don’t get … There’s the trials too, we spend time in the 
room too and what with all that, I don’t earn any more extra days. I don’t know why they sue me, so that I don’t get moved to another 
facility. That’s why they get me in this kind of cases. He sues me ’cause I swore at him or slapped him, something like that … I jumped out 
of the row and slapped him. We appear in court once or twice, then he withdraws the complaint. Just to see me; he’s got to be a lot into 
me, I don’t know.
A nephew of this old woman’s pushed her down the stairs and killed her. And I was there too and we got under both of us. This old woman 
was his grand-mother. That’s the brother of who I lived with. He killed his grand-mother. He pushed her down the stairs, what on earth for, 
I can’t understand. And we both got in, him and me. Me and my brother-in-law. No, I was there, I was in that deed when she was pushed 
down the stairs. I was supposed to call in the police then. But I didn’t and he took her in his arms and took her to her room and then she 
died. Not an accomplice, they charged me with murder direct. I didn’t have no evidence. They didn’t have neither, but this is how they … 
how I got classified. So I don’t know. I never gone through anything like it and I don’t know why I am in for so long neither.
Yes, I done 1 year and 4 months for theft before, here at Colibași. They gave me 2 years, I went out to work and I earned time and I went 
home. No, I admitted I stole. I don’t want to beat about the bush, I was caught in the act. I broke into a store, “Cozia” in Râmnicu Vâlcea 
and I stole some money. Yeah, at night, well I couldn’t in daytime. There was about 4 of us. Out of all 4 I was the one that took the blame 
for the deed, ’cause the others were too young, they were poor and it was better I take the deed, so that… Yes, they were minors. I was 
19. Three boys and one girl. They, in fact, ’cause I didn’t know where to break in, so they broke in and I went in. I stole and they caught 
me. Them, they let off the hook. I took the deed onto myself. So they shouldn’t drudge and suffer too. Why should they? So I took the deed.
It was a house with stairs and that’s where he pushed her down … When she was about to go out he just pushed her down the stairs. The 
aunty hurt herself. The old woman being old, 75. Well, I think he’d had a grudge against her for a long time. Actually she put that house in 
my name and that’s when he started to have a grudge against her. Why in my name and not his, he says. And since then … he wanted to 
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kill her long time ago, but he didn’t have the guts. Now. And then it happened behind me, right behind me. She put it in my name and this 
one found out and he beat her, he got her and in the end he came drunk, I don’t know how he came and pushed her down the stairs. She 
hurt herself, I don’t know where she hurt herself, ’cause all that time him and me was together. He got 25 years and I got 20.
I want to get a job, if I get a chance, if not I’ll go away from here, I’m done  ...  [relatives] I’d like to look for them, after this happened I 
think they don’t even want to hear about me. But first of all I’d like to get a job and see to my family, make a family… 
S.M.S. My family, when I was little, tried to make me take to sports and to music and to several things, but in the end nothing gave. I 
went to karate lessons too, martial arts and boxing, football, most of them, so I took up several sports, 3-4 months in football, after which 
I got kicked out ’cause I threw sand in a quarterback’s eyes. I was midfielder. As for martial arts and karate … In karate I took on the self-
defence style. And I got kicked out of there too. I didn’t actually defend myself, I attacked rather and I’d taken up smoking, I didn’t really 
like training, physical like, I simply put up with it or... I mean I liked training when it was about impact, ‘let’s fight’ and all. But until we got 
there, we had a lot of work to do, we had to … push-ups, runs and a lot of work which I couldn’t … The same with boxing …
At 18 I got arrested for children’s games, we simply played, we took each other’s stuff and things got out of hand and I ended up arrested. 
But I got out on parole after about three weeks or a month. No, no, I wasn’t charged with robbery but with theft, but we actually 
made a deal and the file stuck to theft. So he took mine, I took his, it was one of those things … I tried to get on with school, not that I 
necessarily wanted to, but my family stood behind me and they … So I got, I started liking being a tramp rather, more … with more money, 
with girls and I couldn’t do both. So I ended up running away from home, living my life as I knew then. I’d collect balls from pool tables, 
from other pool tables, and sell them to owners who had billiard balls missing. I grew up, the games got bigger, and seven of us gathered 
and still joking, as we thought then, and still playing, we went into a mini-hotel bar, in the country side, and there were easy girls there. 
We got a few girls from there, we stirred up a little hubbub there and got arrested for robbery again. Then I was sentenced to three years. 
After I got out, everything went fine and well until I got home. Short trip. I got home, I was received warmly by my family, advised to take 
the right path, like always, which would’ave meant work and a normal life. I couldn’t … I couldn’t listen to what my parents were telling 
me then, I didn’t see anything good in what they were saying then. Although I was 21 years old. So I wasn’t doing Maradonna tricks no 
more, as they used to call’em then, meaning blocking lorries or cars, like they did in those times. We used to pierce automobile tyres in 
parking lots and obviously they had to stop a few kilometres away to put the spare tyre in place, and then we’d drive by and stop. You in 
trouble or anything? Yeah, let’s change the spare tyre. We tried to help him. We knew where he kept his money before we pierced his tyre. 
He often kept it between the car seats, in a pouch or … As he helped us change the tire and couldn’t see, we’d help him and lift his money 
at the same time. As for the lorries, it was more difficult to stop lorries, foreigners, so the Turks especially were bad … they didn’t stop. 
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We had Sergeant Major uniforms for the traffic police, two uniforms. We had bought a black unregistered second hand car in Bucharest, 
just like the police had, with batons: ‘pull over, paper control’. That was robbery all right, we had to take the money by force rather. We 
could have got the lorry too, but we couldn’t pull it off then. And the deed I’m under now, murder, was simply an unpremeditated deed, 
so nothing was premeditated. In a public place, a disco, an incident in which I was ... I was alone and provoked. I was provoked. Public 
place, disco, I was provoked, I had a knife on me, that was the fashion in our entourage then, and the victims – between inverted commas, 
’cause I was a victim too then – had both chains, and knives, and everything. No, I don’t mean I pleaded not guilty, said I didn’t kill the 
dead guy, ’cause 4 guys got knifed. And the dead one and another one, I really don’t know if I was the one that struck’em. I mean I know, 
I struck’em with the knife, but I don’t know if death resulted for one of them, the one who died, if death resulted because of me. ’Cause 
during the row I was a little drunk too and there were moments when my knife simply wasn’t on me anymore, so my knife wasn’t on me 
anymore and I tried to look out, ’cause there were some narrow stairs, after which I found it on the floor again and I stabbed another 
one. And automatically since it was my knife, with witnesses, I had started from home carrying it, so I had it on me, the knife, I had cut 
two blokes with that knife and probably the same knife blows were on the dead ones too. So I got beaten up until the police came, I was 
asking for the police to come faster. If they’d cut me bad, it would’ave been to my benefit, ’cause I could’ave pulled it off for sure … there 
are charges of brawl, so they could definitely have charged me with brawl. 
 
S.O. 8 grades. My dad’s retired, so’s my mum. Daddy worked on one of those huge trailers. Carried chickens, lots of stuff like that, I don’t 
know. Mum worked in zootechnics. Yeah, I have another sister who’s married and a younger one. Oh, that I write, like, to guys from here, 
that’s true, but that doesn’t mean that … It’s outside you get serious relationships, not here in prison. Well, I helped my mum dig the 
garden, house stuff there ’round in the yard. Yeah, we got land, a cow, pigs, poultry … Robbery, 7 years. It was a mistake, the entourage 
and … Accessory, me. A recidivist who’d done stuff before, I mean I was younger then and I didn’t realise what I was doing at the time. 
Others they thought me and I copied them being younger and ... I also been to Târgşor [penitentiary], I earned some days there, lots of 
days. Through labour, dressmaking. 
There’s a bar there, Borcan28 it’s called, where if I’m not wrong, I got it from my parents that they made a market, peppers, capsicums, 
stuff. And that’s where it happened. He says he was waiting for a wood transport but actually that guy wanted a woman and they got 
talking. Them that I’m in this court file with. And I had no freakin’ idea that they wanted to give me to that guy to have sexual relations 
with him. I didn’t know. I went to a disco that ... Saturday it was it happened, it was a friend’s birthday and I didn’t want to go to the 
disco and she insisted. She insisted and I went. And ’round 12-1 o’clock I just couldn’t keep my eyes open and I said let’s go home, I’m 
sleepy. They said come on let’s stay on until 3, until 4 … I ran into these two and I left with them as they’re from the village, I trusted 
them and ... I ain’t got the faintest idea … It was afterwards I found out myself. They said to me to draw that man to a darker place, 
that’s what I done, what they told me. And after, they came and bashed him up, they left him lying there, I went and got the man up to 
help him leave, to … But no use. Well, he did say in court that it wasn’t my fault that I got framed, but they said the offence sticks. The 
recidivist he got 10 years, ’cause he had other … I don’t know what … and the other one he was a minor, he got 5 years. But when he 
turned 18 in jail they let him go home. I don’t know how it works here that … 
I stayed in Târgşor where I earned some days for myself. There’s more freedom there, but the girls there are all twisted in the head, they 
think they’re men. I didn’t have no problems, ’cause if you stay out of their way you don’t ... But I felt sick, like that, to watch them, to 
see them all the time kissing and making out and ... I gave up, I left and I came here … But like when we went into the courtyard for air 
they were really … I don’t know how to tell you, I got nauseated like. Yeah, yeah, they have long sentences; it’s like a jungle over there, 
like I don’t know how to put it, for them working in the field and in the garden. For them working in the factory, in dressmaking, not. 
I got a cousin who’s settled in Italy. She’s married there; she got a family, kids. I’ll get myself a job somewhere. Well, I don’t speak it, but 
I’ll learn. Gipsy, but turned Romanian. I mean I don’t speak a word of Gipsy, though I’d like to, but no, I can’t. 
S.O.E. So as it were I didn’t finish all school. So as it were in the seventh grade I should’ of … there was 6 months left … so the seventh 
I did it, but it’s not finished. Carpentry … that’s what I learned outside, so my parents thought me, my dad, you know, he has a workshop 
and he works there when he got spare time. Car mechanic. Mum’s a housewife, she has … does … so they live together, but’ … Now, for 
the time being they live separate, one here and the other one there. I got a sister that’s older than me. Three boys and three girls. 
Night-time theft. In many places. Shops. With a younger brother. Let’s take, let’s steal. [the parents] What could they say? So we’d leave, 
but we wouldn’t come back. Or we’d leave and come, we’d come back, so we’d leave ’round 10 at night and by morning we was supposed 
to be back, in the sleeping room. [where did they sell the stolen goods] We did find. We had cabs, cars, we’d make a phone call and … take 
the money and leave. We were thought by others. The second warrant. Theft and robberies. I got off the hook the first time, twice, they 
gave me two suspended sentences. One year and a half, and three years and a half. And I still didn’t cool down. They lifted me direct, for 
theft again.
28. The Jar
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I draw, I write, I read, everything I can, everything I can imagine, like. Books. Tales and jail stories, like books about prisons, so prisons, so 
like some sort of dictionary, like. Everything that goes on in jails. 
Outside? I got plans to come to reason, to mind my own business, to build a future for myself, a family, a house. I’ll work. I’ll find 
something. Somewhere in this whole wide country there’ gotta be a place where they’ll hire me to work. My folks also help me, my 
parents. Dad doesn’t say nothing no more. [who made his tattoos] A bloke in here in jail. A name. Marian, my bro, my younger brother. I 
said I should have a memory too. 
T.G. I gone to Vocational no. 6, Masonry. No, didn’t finish it. I meant to go to another country, to Spain. To work. I got someone there, 
some cousins. My parents live in the country side, yeah, in Vâlcea too. I live in town, I lived in town, I got a studio appartment. Yeah, I got 
two more sisters; my older sista’s 17 years old and my younger sista’s 4.
For the robbery? Yeah, I appealed. I’m waiting for the sentence. And I got the minimum sentence. If I got to other jails, it’s more far away 
from my parents, it’s more … 
29, 18 beds. They sleep 2 in a bed. Some sleep alone in bed, some sleep in twos.
T.M. 4 years. Theft.
[why he cannot read or write] ’Cause my parents didn’t send me to school. There was too many children at home and that’s why. 11 
children. At my age, 34, you think I care about studying anymore?
That’s where they arrested me. In Bucharest. ’Cause I have some brothers there.
I got another brother in here. The oldest. Theft too. He’s a first-timer. He’s in jail for the first time.
That’s what it was, a mistake, that’s it, so what? You pay for it. I took some scrap iron. From a garage. For some scrap iron I got 4 years. 
Oh, well, the first time I took some wood, from Băneasa, near … in a forest. But it was chopped. And we wanted to get a cartful, to have 
some for ourselves … They lifted us. 5 years. And 2 months. Well, I served 3 years and 6 months. This was my penitentiary then too, I 
got out from this one. It’s really not worth coming and wasting your youth here in jail no more. ’Cause there’s only old age left to spend 
outside … we’ll spend our youth …
We sit around all day long. What’s there to do? What can we do? We wait for the meals, we go to bed, we watch TV. That’s all.
I came here. They don’t take me out to work.
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T.M. 10 grades. Secondary school and first year of vocational school. Tractor driver. Shortages, the financial situation at home is pretty 
poor. I couldn’t go on, keep up school. [the father] He was a film operator, played movies in villages, then a driver. Mum worked at ICIL, at 
the dairy factory and now she’s a housewife. We were 10 siblings; one was killed by a lawyer, with his car. Yeah, he swooped him straight 
off the sidewalk. 
I worked, for bosses. In construction work, painter, any kind of work, I didn’t turn away from work. 
I got here because ... we were a family, I am part of a poor family, two minor children, wife out of work. Now, wherever I went to get work, 
they didn’t really hire you without an employment record, by the day it didn’t suit me to work like that no more. Didn’t pay good. 
I mean my prior offences. This deed I’m in now, it’s a deed where I’m stuck here for no reason. I got framed. Yeah, car thefts and a 
sentence under law 61. Public disturbance … Yeah, I stole the one car. I was supposed to sell it, I never reached the place where I was 
supposed to hand it over and I got caught, arrested and sentenced. I did my time, I got released on parole. Brawl, you know, from a glass 
of something, one says one thing, one says another, insulting words, minor problems like that. And for those minor problems I didn’t get 
forgiven, ’cause you have to pay for everything. Yeah, they got me in under robbery, I didn’t do it. I got all the evidence, I got the whole 
file Xeroxed. I got framed with so many entries in my statements. It’s not my handwriting, I want to go further, I want to be taken to a 
lab, for handwriting, for stuff like that. An ex-con accused me that I purloined a wallet off him. So he was here in the penitentiary too, a 
mate of mine, and that’s it. I got arrested after I consumed alcoholic beverages with him, arrested 3-4 minutes after, on the street. Said 
I’d purloined a wallet, which didn’t happen and they didn’t find absolutely nothing on me. Not even not a shred of evidence, absolutely 
nothing. I asked them to bring me evidence. I asked them to stop him at customs, ’cause on the 10th of May 2005 he was supposed to 
be in Italy, ’cause he works as a driver in Italy. And I asked them to stop him at customs so I could see what papers he’d go out with. I 
get arrested on the 14th of April 2005, he on the 10th of May was supposed to be there. ’Course he got out with his own papers, with his 
wallet and all. And look what deed I’m here for. And I left two minor children at home, my wife ill, out of work, with absolutely nothing. 
They live off child support. 
No, I didn’t have a grudge against him. No, I don’t think he had a grudge against me, not from here in prison and not from outside. From 
outside even less, I didn’t meet him, so I can’t say we’d been helping each other or that I somehow owed him some, nothing like it. The 
explanation was that, when we entered the bar, we kissed, the drinks were on him, we drank. When we went out of the bar I asked 
him for another 100,000 [lei]. The moment I asked him for another 100,000 he grabbed my collar, he punched me and I ran off. At the 
intersection, 200 meters away, I got stopped by the police. They said to put my hands up. I put my hands up, they checked me, they 
didn’t find nothing on me. But I didn’t even know what they arrested me for. After a few days he brought me a parcel where I was 
arrested in Vâlcea. He was with a youngster, who’s boarding with him, and I think the whole trick got done then and there. That guy took 
his wallet, ’cause it had 6 million in it. As an offender, if you just think about it yourself, as an offender, why on earth’d I be interested 
in his documents, his I.D. card or driving license? No, I would’of been interested in the money. But not even at least one thousand from 
that 6 million that he claims he had in his wallet, they didn’t find absolutely nothing on me. I got arrested, sentenced, sentenced me to 6 
years. I appealed at the Court of Appeal and at the Tribunal. They didn’t take absolutely nothing into consideration. I got a witness that 
had been in hospital with the injured party and he said, my witness, ’cause he was free, my witness was, and the witness said in court to 
her Honour there in Vâlcea that the injured party said he’s sorry for me that he got me in for nothing, ’cause he found his object 10 days 
later and he found it at his place under the construction work, at his house. From the crime scene to his house it’s 2 km. I was too drunk to 
walk 2 km, which didn’t happen, and I didn’t even know where he lived. I got arrested after 3 minutes, 3-4 minutes. 
’Course I go on. There’s no money, there’s no big salaries, there’s no … Maybe we’ll get lucky now when we get into the Union and we’ll 
get more on track with money, with anything. 
I sing sometimes, ’course, just to make time pass in the room, ’cause 2-3 lines a day never hurt no one. Yeah, they like it, ’cause those 
words sooth them in their grief, in their... It sooths the pain in their soul, for their family, for their child. What can we do, we’ll get over 
this too. 
This I got in a brawl while I was outside. Yeah, I had 11 stitches. Yeah, knife cuts. And here some small stupid stuff after I got arrested. 
I was with the car theft offence and they wanted to ... The investigators wanted to pin murder on me as well. I jumped through the glass 
of the window, I got a bit of glass, I cut myself. It was found I didn’t have the wits to do that. I mean I couldn’t even think about doing 
something like that, neither. 
V.T. Vocational school. Professional driver, electro-mechanics. So at first I worked at the Binder Plant, where they make cement, and 
before they arrested me I was working as taxi driver in Câmpulung. I don’t have a wife no more. 
I took a drive, so with two other blokes I knew. Who knows why they picked on a certain person, so the injured party, as it were. They 
wanted to sell a woman, or… something like that. And it was a case of wrong man, wrong place. I got between them, they started to fight 
and one of the two, he took two phones from the injured party. And they got me in with them. No, I was the driver to the taxi, so taxi 
driver. And they told me let’s have a drive. I agreed, all right. They started to fight, I intervened to make them stop hitting, but I didn’t 
know that one of the two took two phones off the injured party. And when I went to the police the next day, it was already too late. Well, 
I mean off the guy they’d beaten up, so the one they wanted to do business between them. Which they had it discussed since… in a bar, 
they met, they talked and they settled to meet. Something of the kind, as far as I could understand. So to have sexual intercourse with 
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that woman and they didn’t agree on the price, they got into a fight.
I went out to work. So I worked for the IAS29 that belongs to the Colibași Penitentiary, after that I worked with the free ones, on work 
brigades in town, on watch guard. So some selected inmates, they take them and make them guard other inmates. And the last job I was 
here, in the watch tower. So I ensured the perimeter watch. Until I … well, I had an altercation. I was in post number 6 here near the 
church and they interpreted things thus. They said I slept. 
It’s harder with the criminal record, so I mean in my domain. So when the criminal record sticks with you, they don’t allow you your 
license no more. So I can’t get my taxi driver’s license issued. I’ll try to manage one way or the other.
U.C.R. My mother’s retired and my old man’s a mason, retired on a medical case. I also got a brother and a sister.
I stole some cars. Actually, I didn’t steal them, I just took rides in them. With a picklock, I’d get into the car and I’d start the engine 
with another skeleton key. If it fit, fine, if it didn’t … The key, well my mother had a car and I’d take it from her car. I’d abandon it when 
it ran out of gas. When I was little, in the country side, my dad held me in his lap and I got used to it. I had an attraction, like, for cars. 
They didn’t allow me to drive a car. And I got this stupid idea to steal cars. At first the prosecutor told me they’d set me free. And the 
policeman said no, ’cause I’m dangerous. But that was just for show, he had a grudge against me.
It’s tough on us here too, it’s very hard: loneliness, suffering, pain. You imagine there’s so many problems we have to put up with here. So 
I lost track of time since I been arrested.
I wanted to go to Law School, but now I must get rehabilitated. And then I’ll get rehabilitated and my criminal record will be left very … 
And then I can go to Law School. Prosecutor, but I’d like to be a very fair prosecutor. As against the law that we have now, it ain’t exactly 
fair. Some buy their way out: you pay a buck and you get released. If you got no money, you stay in jail even for a hen. Others, for more 
serious stuff, are free. And us, we stay here. Now, a good lawyer, who does thinks like you hear ’round here … My lawyer asked me for . He 
asked me for 5 thousand Euros and he’ll get me out. He asked for 5 thousand to suspend my sentence.
Here you’re in jail, they make the rule. They listen to manele and raise hell. [in the infirmary] Now we’re 16, 18 beds. There are hardships: 
some can’t move, others have a broken leg, a broken arm, they have cuts, there are all sorts of … You get to see what you’ve never seen 
before, I mean one can’t possibly think of all the things that can go on in here. Well, they can break a leg at work, or when they fall out of 
bed. Sometimes they have bad dreams or something, what do I know? Them that are murderers, for instance, have nightmares. What do 
29. Întreprindere agricolă de stat – State Agricultural Enterprise. Term from the communist regime, no longer in use.
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I know what’s going on with them? For instance there was one in our room, he jumped out of bed no. 3, right on his foot and he broke his 
leg. Yes, they cut themselves. In general here … to earn their rights they have to do something. Cut themselves or yell or whatnot, only 
nonsense like that. Some cut themselves as a joke, others cut themselves really bad. Nonsense, I say. You can’t solve anything through 
self-mutilation.
U.L. 28. In Rahova prison there are two people in each bed, I’m not exaggerating. I was in remand30 for 4 years, they released me based 
on the evidence, they tried me outside, it was a trial in custody, and they gave me 11 years. I appealed, they took one off, I was stuck 
with 10; and now I’m serving the rest of the sentence. That’s why I’ve got so little left. Maybe you’re wondering why only 2 years out 
of 10. I don’t know if it was complicated, they annulled my sentence; some evidence disappeared from my file. Well, it was complicated, 
maybe. But before, there was no limit for remand. Now there is, 2 years. Yes, you could even spend 5 years in remand. New laws have 
been adopted now, for a few years even.
I was arrested in 2000. Actually, there was some favourable evidence on my behalf, but it disappeared from the file. And I found out from 
some reporters. And then I asked for a new expert’s report and well … 
[media attention] Probably because of the M.O.31 I don’t know. Maybe it’s interesting. Actually I’m in this file together with a girlfriend 
of mine. We got the stupid idea into our head to put some sleeping pills, a mixture of sleeping pills, in men’s drinks and take their money. 
The money and the gold, nothing else. Or maybe some interesting cell phone. In Constanța, because there were many foreign tourists 
there. We didn’t steal from Romanians. Because they didn’t have any money. What could we have stolen, one salary? We didn’t even 
understand how serious it was. We’d say we wanted something to drink, a Scotch or something. I couldn’t find the ice, I’d send Mihaela, 
“call him to the kitchen, tell him to show you where the ice is” … And I’d drop it all in his glass. Or the other way round. We’ve seen a 
movie. Honest. In the movie the chick got … They caught her; we hoped they wouldn’t catch us. I mean if you hoped they would catch 
you, you would never steal. 
It was a rather uncommon recipe – 2 mg Ropivnol (?), Levo and something else, a pink pill, I can’t remember how it’s called now, but I 
know what it looks like. We did read the patient information leaflets, I mean really. Yes, we went together, to be safe. Of course, he could 
dream of getting whatever he wanted, I didn’t care. We’d go to hotels too, only we didn’t show any ID, we’d say we didn’t have any. 
30. Detention on suspicion.
31. Modus operandi, manner of operating.
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Anywhere. I remember we went to the beach once with huge Mexican sombreros, wearing his clothes, so that the people at the reception 
desk shouldn’t recognize us. Then we changed. We were having fun, we didn’t realise. Well, it lasted a while … You’re asking me how many 
we put to sleep? I don’t know. We came across one of them, haven’t I told you? In Neptun. And he said “Sweetheart, why don’t you give 
me my yacht and safe keys, ’cause I’ve still got use for them.” And we told him he had to look for them in the garbage ’cause we didn’t 
have them, we’d thrown them away. We went down to the police station, of course. He grabbed my hand, he was by car. No one paid any 
attention to him. They told him, “And what do you want, Turk, now you’re coming with the babes to our station? It’s your business, your 
risk.” But in the end he knew someone there, the station chief, I think. And he gave them money. And that’s how they got my statement. 
Yes, only that way.
[the accessory] Away, she’s not in the country. No, she didn’t get away with it. She also has time left to do, same thing, two years. I’ve 
decided to get it over with. You can also leave with forged papers or without any, you know. 
[plans for the future] I want to leave, the system being what it is. I want to work; I don’t want to steal any more. Forget about everything, 
about this country, everything. I have a child and I wouldn’t like him to grow up here. I have a child and my child is with a foster parent 
now. Because we’re separated. Yes, the child bears my name actually. We separated when I was pregnant. But I didn’t even tell him I was 
pregnant, I told him when the baby was born. Actually it wasn’t me who told him. One year and a half. I wanted a baby. And I said “come 
what may.” 
My mother was a computer operator. My father is in Satu Mare somewhere, a mechanic or something. They split up. They’ve been apart 
ever since I was little. I don’t know him. 
Yes, the Doamna Stanca Theoretical High School, which I didn’t finish. The entourage, that’s why. You know how it is, your class mates 
laugh at school if you don’t have brand jeans. It’s hard everywhere if you’re arrested. There are interdictions, bad conditions.
V.E.S. Theft. Shall I write here?
My godfather is a fan of Elvis Presley, yes, and he wanted to pass his name both to his son and to me.
Well, something happened between my parents and they split when we was little and I couldn’t know them. In the end, I was left with 
my grandparents. My father deceased, my mother I don’t know her neither. Yes, my grandparents on my father’s side, they raised me from 
the age of 3, agriculture. They managed to put me through school, vocational. I’m the youngest. The oldest and me we grew up with the 
grandparents on my father’s side, and the middle one – on the other side. 
If I didn’t like to work, now I got here because of that. Yes, I went with my brother and we stole together, and then he wanted to get rid 
of me, and me, if I don’t know where … if I didn’t know my whereabouts in Vâlcea County, the police got me. We got to Vâlcea County and 
seeing as he knew his way around there he must have wanted to get rid of me and left me there. And if I didn’t know no one elsewhere I 
didn’t know where to go. Actually I did, but I didn’t want to. I said, I mean how come you been with me up to now and now you want to 
dump me, run away from me? And then I got caught. From shops, we’d break in … We drank it and we sold it.
I also participated in a pantonime with a guy. Pantonime is something to laugh at, you can imagine. We had to picture the love between a 
couple who in the end remained separated, they split. I was used to it, ’cause I done it before at school.
Z.F.M. 19 years old, from Curtea de Argeş. I got no studies, I quit school. At ’bout fifteen years old ... they expelled me for half a year. I 
beat up a girl ... and ...
Football since I was ten, goalkeeper. In little league I was on a team in the C Division and I played in little league, since I wasn’t in school, 
I might as well do something. Since I was little I was crazy only about football, so I was nuts only about football, I’d go out and wouldn’t 
come back till midnight, I’d play football. I played ball on my own like crazy ...
The robbery happened ... I was at the wrong place at the wrong time. I made a mistake, I was wasted .. and now I regret it, but it’s no 
use. I drunk on my own, it happened on my own, this happened on a Sunday evening and I been drinking since the Saturday. I gone to my 
girlfriend’s place and from my girlfriend’s place I came towards ... my place in town, ’cause she didn’t live in town, she lived in the country 
side. And it was ’bout 7 km to town and I came to town. The deed happened out of the blue, me drunk, I wasn’t into such stuff. I seen a 
person with ... right there in our neighbourhood in front of the hotel, he had some money in his hand and drunk as I was I pulled it from his 
hand and off with it I ran. And he identified me. 
At the club they gave us equipment for us blokes on the team, it wasn’t a club ... C Division, you can imagine ... In a way it’s better to 
spend more time on remand, you get to know this room, to know how much time you done in it, then you go to this other room’n you know 
how much more time you got left to do in it, and then you leave. One room, you get nuts, you can’t stay too long ... You hear that lot’s 
ideas, all of them ... You listen to what they were doing outside, what stories they all say, at some point you get bored, you can’t take it no 
more. I got no friends, I know many o’them from my town, I know them both by name and ’cause I seen’em, but I got no friends ...
Leaving aside that they take us out so little to get air, 45 de minutes, they take us out for 30-45, 45 minutes, 30 minutes a round, they 
throw the ball over the net ... how long’s there left for playing? I keep going for runs... I do push-ups, I do... I put on weight here, I’m not 
the same no more. I don’t eat what they give out here in the penitentiary. What they bring me ... What can I do ... I sleep all day long. 
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You lie in bed, you write, so every day you do the same things. What you done today you do tomorrow too, that’s why I gone in for all the 
competitions possible, to make time pass a little faster, to ... You lose your marbles in the room. Small room, many souls, there’s 30 of us in 
a room of 7 m by 5, where can you move around, you can’t even walk around. Now this one’s leaving, this guy with the TV set and I’m glad 
he’s going ’cause I can get it for myself, we can watch in the evening, but none of them are supporters, nobody watches no game, nothing. 
Time passes ’cause I write letters, it’s good that I also receive letters, so I can write back. ’Cause if I didn’t receive none, I wouldn’t 
write. That’s life, I made a mistake, like any man.
The English version of the interviews tries, by a careful weighing of mistakes, slang, lingo and regionalisms, to reproduce the level of education (and, especially, lack thereof) 
and the specificity of social classes as they appear from the Romanian texts. One significant difficulty has been that of transposing the references to the Roman Law into 
Common Law terms. All in all, the translation attempts to convey and preserve unaltered the authenticity, humour and savour of the original interviews. All the notes belong 
to the translator. Alina Bottez.
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CA(R)NE
CĂLIN DAN
Carne/Cane (Vlees/Hond) is a comedy based on the interchangeable positions of dogs and their masters, as well as the age old obsession 
masters have with building shelters for themselves while keeping dogs out. Like all mythological journeys, this one also relies on 
ambiguity. Both the characters and the environment they populate are inspired by ever-shifting cultural models and every day trivia; the 
dialogue jumps from one conclusion to the opposite; the voices belong to humans and dogs alike; the same piece of cloth can be a rag or a 
royal costume; the same scrap of rusty metal can exist on its own or form part of a greater reality.
The play takes place inside a dogs’ prison, that place where lonely dogs – stray dogs, dogs who have lost their masters or fled from them, 
dogs who were abandoned – are sheltered for a certain period of time before being put to sleep. While awaiting their daily feed, and 
possible release, the dogs exchange views about the circumstances they find themselves in, about humans and life in general. 
As dogs sleep a lot, the narrow path leading them towards the Big Sleep is marked by short “nap stations”, where they enter a different 
world. There they become the Architect, Head Mason and Building Workers at the court of the Siamese King & Queen of Opatra. In this 
collective dream, Opatra is a country of outlandish beauty that comes under a sudden and somewhat embarrassing threat. In order 
to avoid this calamity, the Siamese King & Queen decide to create the largest palace ever built – a palace designed to hold within its 
majestic walls their entire kingdom, with all its hospitable people and outlandishly beautiful landscape. The shelter dogs have been asked 
to perform this vital building task, and at first all seems to be going well. 
Cast of characters
Dogs:
Carne! (Meat!) – The Chief Architect of Opatra
Pâine! (Bread!) – His wife. Pregnant.
Lapte! (Milk!) – The Project Manager of Opatra. A victim of circumstances.
Oase! (Bones!) – The Head Mason. A cross between a Buddha dog and a cynic.
The Pack – The Building Workers
Non-dogs:
The Warden(ess) – The King & Queen of Opatra. Bi-sexual Siamese twins; they have difficultly moving; they take turns at speaking and 
also at verbally bullying each other.
The Director of the Dog Asylum – The Interior Minister of Opatra 
90
The Spirit of Lapte!
Setting
A room: large, rectangular, symmetrical, with an exaggerated perspective ending in a white wall. In fact, half of the room is painted onto a 
white wall that closes the perspective of the real room, which is therefore only half as large as it appears. Iron beds occupy the centre of 
the space and also line the side walls, both real and painted. The beds are actually iron cages arranged in racks, on top of and next to each 
other, to form endless rows. In each cage sleeps a dog. The Warden(ess) is slumped in a chair, dozing. It is midnight. There is a full moon, 
something indicated by a strong light on the back wall that spells the letters of the two words: FULL MOON.
[Animation: FULL MOON text]
SCENE 1
The Pack: Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
The Warden(ess) (banging a large metal spoon on the side of a bed): Shut up and sleep!
Oase!: (mumbling in his sleep): Give me back that courtyard and I will do the rope dance.
Lapte!: (whispering): Oase, are you awake?
Pâine!: There’s a full moon, so who knows? Full moons make it all so confusing.
Carne!: Don’t bother. In a few hours it’ll be gone, nothing will be full anymore.
The Warden(ess): Full moon, can’t sleep. Can you? (The other head shakes its head.)
The Pack (whispering): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
O (waking up): That courtyard! To hell with it ….
C: You want to tell us more?
O (yawns): Nah, it’s no fun.
L: What’s the rope dance?
O (embarrassed): Hmm! 
P (excited): You a dancer? Interesting!
C (annoyed): Really? 
O: Relax, there’s nothing to it. I was dozing away and my old house came back to me – so funny – like a nice dream.
L: And wasn’t it?
O: Depends who’s talking: you, for instance, would have liked it. 
L (tentatively): Having your own place, your own food bowl and all ….?
O: You see, it’s precisely this ownership thing that bothers me.
C: Like, whose house?
O: Exactly. 
P: Your master’s, I suppose?
O: My master, like my nose, or like my food? Or my master – like my destiny?
C: More to the point?
O: What my nose points at is the ethics of subordination. 
L: Well, your master is your master, I guess … Lucky, when you have one.
O: Don’t so fast, boy. Is my master my owner or is he my property? (pointing with his finger): Does this nose belong to you, or do you 
belong to him?
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P: It takes you places, so probably your nose is your master. (laughs; the others agree)
The Pack (joining in): Hey-hey-hey!
O: What about my master, then? Is he, so to speak, my world?
L: If he feeds you well, and keeps you inside ….
P: Some do, some don’t.
O: Exactly. So, you might just be not that lucky and get a master who doesn’t do things your way. And still, you hang on to it. Why is 
that?
C: Faithfulness, I guess …
P: …love ….
L: …food …
O: Forget about that. How can you love someone who treats you badly? Does faithful sometimes mean stupid?
C: We have to stick to principles. Principles are above us.
O: There is no such thing as principles; there are only needs. That’s what this is about. But whose needs? My needs? My master’s needs? 
Why call him master, anyway?
P: Or she – it could be a mistress, you know. Well, because they own you, probably.
L: And when nobody does, there’s still always a two-legs between you and the food.
O: So that’s a master? Every two-legs you come across in the street can give or take away something essential: your food, your life. 
(poking Lapte! in the chest) Give you a bone or break your bones! (Lapte! moves to one side, terrified.) How do you like that?
C (firmly): A master is someone you choose, and therefore you must respect his decisions …
P: … or hers ….
C: … someone you serve and obey ….
O: … because you made a choice! There you are – it’s my choice and therefore I own the master! He feeds me as I taught him to, he walks 
me as I make him do it, he plays with me because I want him to do so. If not, I’m out! (shouts in the direction of the Warden(ess)) Out!
[Animation: Anubis walks a small man by the hand; the man walks a small dog by the leash.]
C: This is pure speculation, I’m afraid. Master-dog relations are regulated by a contract of mutual love and respect. Without it, we have 
only one option left: strategy. 
O: Meaning?
C: Meaning am I any better off without the love and respect of my master? Maybe. Do I have another option but to keep this relationship 
alive, at all costs? No. 
P: Who’s seen this contract?
L: Not me …
O: Oh, it’s written in the genes – it’s called opportunism. Love and respect have nothing to do with it – it’s all based on a survival instinct.
C: You talk like that because you’re a stray dog and don’t know any better. 
O: I have some home experience, too, you know. And it’s not all that good.
L: They say pet life is great.
C: Even without any dignity, you can still achieve some of your goals. If you know how to wait.
P: What goals? I think the only goal is mutual love.
O (laughs): Pâine, you’re a born victim! 
Paine! turns her back, offended.
C (diplomatically): It depends what you want to achieve. Love helps, too. But the main thing is hard work.
O: We’re not farm animals! Better, let your master think that he’s in control. But even if you pull that off, in the long term you’ll realise 
that it’s really him who’s in control, and that you ended up worse off than before getting him.
P: Two-legged females seem more reliable. 
L (reluctantly): I wonder how they ….
P: What?
L: You know, do it ….
C (bluntly): You mean sex?
The Pack (with excitement): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
The Warden(ess) (banging the metal spoon on the side of a bed): Shut up, for god’s sake! I can’t sleep! (turning to the other head) Can you? 
(The other head nods slowly, then yawns. Both fall asleep.)
L: You need four legs to do it, right?
P: They must feel so insecure!
[Animation: standing human forms scroll from right to left; falling down onto all fours and starting to copulate with each other regardless of the 
gender of their partners.]
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L: What does long term mean?
C: Precisely.
Oase! remains silent.
C: Well?
O (making up his mind): Long term is what makes all these conversations useless, since long term is what we do not have, never have had, 
and never will be allowed to have – ever. Two-legs are the masters of the long term and that makes them our masters, too. Period. No 
matter how much you try to control them and give them a healthy education, they’ll still resist, because they know they have the long 
term. Long term is a cage where two-legs store up everything that’s coming to us now, and now, and now, and then now again, except 
that they know in advance what all the nows mean, they don’t have to smell them step by step. Long term is the rope by which we’re 
pulled towards something big and odourless, something terrible! The two-legs call it …..
The Pack (in a panic): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
SCENE 2
(no transition)
The Warden(ess) gets up awkwardly, banging both heads into each other. All of the dogs suddenly fall asleep in their cages.
The back wall is lit up with:
[Animation: text warps on screen: “Life is a Rope Dance”. 
Animation: Small dogs walk from right to left across a rope; zoom out: the rope is held tightly between a human hand, which tugs at it 
rhythmically and aggressively, and a dog forced to stand on its hind legs.]
The Warden(ess) walks into the middle of the room between the rows of beds, then turns towards the audience. As the Warden(ess) starts to sing, 
the dogs wake up and join in.
SONG: Life is a rope dance
The Warden(ess)
If you had the chance
To be the king of France
What would you do? 
If you could finance
A Gothic Romance
What would you do?
Would you build a Castle
Far away from hassle?
Would you make a Palace
Far from any menace?
What would you do?
The Pack
Lead us in the battle
Let the weapons rattle
Let’s slaughter the cattle
But
Have a Glance
At the Hypnotic Trance
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Given to you!
And don’t forget
To feed your pet,
Life is a Rope Dance!
The Warden(ess)
Today I am here
Tomorrow you’re there,
I could be anything 
You could be anywhere.
What are the odds
For us to be gods?
For us to be dogs?
The Pack
Lead us in the battle
Let the weapons rattle
Let’s slaughter the cattle
But
Have a Glance
At the Hypnotic Trance
Given to you!
And don’t forget
To feed your pet,
Life is a Rope Dance!
Together
Take a piece of soap
Take a piece of rope
Take a little chair
A strong chandelier
Hang yourself up there
And start the balance.
Life was a rope dance!
(No music)
That’s all!
Light focuses on the Warden(ess), who is now the King & Queen of Opatra. The two heads talk to each other. On the screen appears:
[Text: Opatra. Today]
Good morning, Your Majesty! 
Good Morning, Your Majesty!
Did you sleep well? 
Did you sleep well? 
Not particularly. (twice)
I dreamt I was in a horrible place, full of dogs. … Dogs.
How filthy! (twice)
Yes, a nightmare. (twice)
It was probably the meat. (twice)
I ate very late. (twice)
The Interior Minister: Your Majesty, the Chief Architect is here to see you.
(Carne! gets out of his bed and bows ceremoniously.)
C: Your Majesty, I came first thing in the morning, as was your order.
K&Q: Ah, my Architect, how’s our project coming along? Our project?
C: As planned, Your Majesty.
K&Q: What do you mean, as planned? (twice; then both heads to each other) This is important, who’s going to speak now? (silence; then both 
heads speak at the same time) Every day I get new reports of delays! (bangs his sceptre/spoon violently on the frame of a bed) Of mounting 
costs! (bangs again) Of sleeping workers! (and again) People stealing! (banging) Delays! (banging) Delays! (banging) Delays! (banging)
C: Your Majesty, these are matters for the building police.
K&Q (suddenly calm): It is your building, isn’t it? (twice)
C: Yes, Your Majesty. 
K&Q: So, when can I see my building? My Palace!
C: Any time Your Majesty wishes, there are new things to see.
K&Q: Things mean no things! (screaming) I want to see my Palace! I want to visit my Palace! I want to be in my Palace!
(Oase! approaches the Interior Minister and whispers in his ear. The Minister pushes him aside and comes closer to the K&Q.)
Minister (urgently): Your Majesty, the Head Mason is here with news.
K&Q: Aha! (twice)
O: Majesty, the Palace crumbled to the ground over night. All our work is now a pile of rubble.
K&Q (in shock): Our work! (twice) That cannot be! Cannot be!
Carne! looks at Oase!. Oase! looks at the Minister. K&Q’s heads look at each other. Silence. The lights go out.
The Pack (wildly in the darkness): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
Sounds of barking and tin cans and spoons banging on the bed frames. The lights come back on: the characters are back in the same situation as 
in Scene 1.
SCENE 3
[Text: Opatra. Yesterday]
O: The two-legs call it death. 
P: How awful! I’m not supposed to listen to these things in my condition. Carne!
C: My dear, you’re fine, don’t worry. Oase!
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O (startled): What? Lapte!
L: Yes? Pâine!?
C: This is ridiculous, it’s like we’re announcing today’s menu!
L (apologetically): Those are the names they gave us …. 
C: Given facts. We have to work with given facts, it’s all we have.
P: What are we doing here?
O: That’s a painful question, when you’re locked up!
C: Just waiting, or so it seems.
L: To be fed.
O (amused): For the rope.
C (firmly): I must say, I find you rather annoying tonight. Actually, I find you rather annoying all the time, with your cynical ranting, with 
your pessimism.
O: Cynical? I am a dog, remember, I am expected to be cynical.
[Animation about cynics: Diogenes’ bust stands on a high pedestal. Around it small and large dogs are sleeping, eating, peeing, scratching 
themselves and having sex. A small dog tries to hump a larger one using the statue as a stand.]
C: Nobody expects anything from anybody, except some mental space. We’ve been stuck here with each other for too long now, and that 
takes its toll on everybody.
O: You know what they say – l’enfer c’est les autres.
P: Justement.
[Animation: large dog vomits out a small dog that quickly grows into a larger dog, who eats the first dog, then vomits out a dog that grows into... 
etc. Loop.]
C: No, I don’t know that. All I know is that we must make the best of what we have now and wait for the next thing to happen.
L (timidly): But we haven’t got anything.
O (sarcastically): You get your food, right? 
P: We have each other.
O (insinuatingly): Well, we could, if we could get through those bars.
P: What I meant ….
C: What you meant, my dear is solidarity. But Oase wants to ignore this.
O: The best thing that could happen is freedom. But that’s not an option, and you know it.
C: How could I know it?
O: Well, how did you end up inside?
C: I was picked up in traffic.
O (laughs): That’s a good one. Like your limo got stuck in the slow lane and you got a ticket. You’re a talented dog, right?
C (solemnly): I’m highly trained, as it happens.
O: And, where did your training get you? In here! So much for your optimism!
L: What training?
C: I provided company to the visually impaired. 
O: Eyes for the blind.
[Animation: Anubis is leading the soul of a dead man by the hand; the soul is wearing black shades and has a stick, like a blind beggar, which it in 
fact resembles. A tag on his coat reads: SOUL.]
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C: You could put it like that. But most importantly, I was creating an environment of trust for my master.
P: That’s so noble! Then why are you inside?
C: I wanted to show my master the hidden city. 
L: What’s that?
P: Sounds romantic! Go on, please tell us!
Oase yawns.
C: The hidden city was a wonderful place, soft and friendly, surrounded by a symphony of smells. No hard edges, no cold roads, no round-legs 
like in the stone city. Birds would fly around, two-legs would come together to look for food and other things; it was a place where everybody 
looked and smelled the same. It was heaven. So one day I gently walked my master in that direction. It was not difficult, I knew the way 
and I knew how to do it: moving slowly, in circles, first through familiar places, then along other paths. The weather was beautiful and my 
master enjoyed the sun on her face. She told me that. But when we arrived, things somehow got messy: the two-legs started shouting at 
my master, she smelled differently, I suppose, mainly after she got scared and started screaming. They came at us, and I was fighting to 
keep things under control when they hit me with something large and square that smelled of brick and I started to feel dizzy. When I woke 
up there was nobody there. So I went into the stone city and looked for her. And they picked me from the street and brought me here.
[Animation: gang rape and death of Carne’s mistress.]
O (after a pause): Your hidden city is just the garbage dump of the city we know all too well.
Lights go out. Silence; then sound of dogs snoring. 
The Warden(ess) (in the dark): Food! Wake up everybody! Time to eat! Time to get fat!
SCENE 4
Lights go back on. The Warden(ess) is pacing slowly between the beds while pulling a cart containing two large aluminium cans. The Warden(ess) 
stops at every bed and empties a large spoon onto the tin plate presented through the bars. The Pack dogs jump out of their beds and line up in a 
chorus line between the audience and the Warden(ess), who continues dishing out food, impassively. The Pack starts to sing.
[Animation: Anubis falls down onto all fours and morphs into a small dog. A cloud containing the text “My Master is My Pet” crosses the screen; 
the dog follows the cloud, looking up and barking at it.]
SONG: My Master Is My Pet
I’m suddenly awake
Covered in cold sweat
I’m afraid of life
And my bed is wet.
O give me o give me o give me
A cigarette,
Since I discovered
That
My master is my pet. 
He is of no breed,
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And he cannot bark
But he fulfils my need
And takes me to the park
For some poo and pee,
But mainly to see:
Is there any bitch,
With some itch
That we can help
To make a yelp
Of pleasure?
O what leisure
To have a boss 
Who is not upset 
Over a toss
My master is my pet!
The Pack makes room for the Warden(ess), who is now again the King & Queen of Opatra. K&Q looks inquisitively at the Pack. The dogs seem to 
shrink briskly into submissive positions. Meanwhile the Interior Minister enters from the rear.
K&Q: So, what have you to tell me? (the second head echoes) … tell me?
(The following exchange goes very fast.)
Dog 1: Your Majesty, we simply have no idea.
K&Q: Then you’re useless. (twice)
Dog 2: We were asleep when it happened.
K&Q: Asleep?! (the second head echoes) … sleep!
Dog 3: It was midnight!
Dog 4: We were exhausted!
Dog 5: We’d been working all day long!
K&Q: You should work the whole night as well! All the time! Non stop! (to the other head): Don’t repeat what I say! (the other head opens 
and closes its mouth silently, as if taken by surprise)
Dog 5: Your Majesty, it’s witchcraft!
K&Q: Silenzio! Shnmmha! (or something similar in North Korean) Head Mason! Where is the Head Mason?
The Interior Minister whispers something into one of the K&Q’s ears.
K&Q: Then the manager?
Lapte! is pushed forward, seemingly against his will.
L: Your Majesty?
K&Q: So, what can you tell me? (twice)
L: What about, your Majesty?
K&Q (getting progressively louder): About?! About?!! About?!!! About?!!!!
L: Your Majesty, a lot has been lost … The structure of the building…
K&Q: … is weak because some materials were stolen! (the second head echoes) … stolen! New cities are being built with stone from my 
Palace! Private cities! (twice) Swimming pools – with concrete from my Palace! (echo) Private pools! (twice, as with all the following) Private 
roads! Hotels! Massage parlours! Garages! A sky resort!
L: Your Majesty, I can explain ….
K&Q: Shut up! (twice) (to the other head) You too! (the second head looks astonished) The biggest church in Opatra! The biggest stadium in 
Opatra! The biggest brothel in Opatra! All sucked away from MY PALACE! All drained from my flesh and blood! I (twice) make the BIGGEST! 
Whatever it is! (echo) Not those vampires!
L (weakly): Your Majesty, my records are correct, there’s nothing missing … (gestures towards the Interior Minister, who looks elsewhere)
K&Q: And now I (twice) am told it’s crumbling down. Crumbling! My Palace! (twice) Not finished and already a ruin! (twice) And you get 
fatter every day! Bigger and fatter! You steal from ME! (echo)
L (panicking): Maybe the engineering ….
K&Q: Shut up! Shut up! Shut up! Go to sleep! Go to sleep! Eat meat! Eat meat! That’s all you dream about. Meat, meat, meat!!!
The Interior Minister grabs Lapte! by the collar and pulls him off stage; Lapte! struggles and makes disgusting sounds. Lights off.
[Animation: a hand stabs and beheads a dog; swooshing sounds; the head grows back and is cut off again; loop.]
SCENE 5
The same as before. The dogs are sleeping. The Warden(ess) is dozing in the corner. Lapte! gives a horrible scream. They all wake up.
L: Gggghhhaaaaaahh!
P: Oh! Whoa! What is it?
The Pack (protesting): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
The Warden(ess): My god, what a mess! (falls asleep again)
C: Lapte! Wake up! You’re dreaming!
L: (sobs)
C: What happened?
L: A nightmare.
P: Please tell me!
L (confused): I don’t remember.
C: You just woke up screaming, so you must remember something.
O (sharply): Dogs don’t have short term memory, remember?
C: Where do you get all these things from?
O: From listening.
C (listens carefully): I can’t hear anything.
O: You should have listened before you got here. It’s too late now.
L (weakly): Please, don’t argue, my head hurts.
C: Oh, yes, too late for what?
O: Too late to get things straight; too late to make sense of what happened to you back then. Too late for everything.
C: What happened then was an accident.
O: You’re supposed to say that! We all say that when we’re accused of something (mocking voice): Oh, no, master sir, it was not my fault, I 
got into the wrong entourage, it was an accident! No-no-no, the accident happened to her, what happened to you was weakness, lust for 
all those smells; and that’s why you dragged her there, despite your training!
C: I only wanted to take her to the hidden city! To the good city!
O: That was not a city! And cities are not good; not for us anyway. (tired) War zones are not good.
[Animation: high rise buildings fall from the sky; a small dog runs around trying to avoid them. A building catches him: splat!]
P: Oh come off it, Oase! What do you know about war?
O: A couple of things: no shelter; people and dogs eat each other. 
The Pack (restlessly, in their sleep): Hey-hey-hey!
The Warden(ess) (chewing over the words): Dog meat! 
O: Four-legs and two-legs become food. Everybody becomes food, because there is none. 
C: That’s not the city I know. (looks inquisitively, first at Pâine! then at Lapte!) What do you think?
P: I think Oase has a wild imagination. And that’s not always a good thing. (to Oase!) You should stop scaring us with your obsessions. It’s 
not acceptable behaviour. (Oase! turns his back to them)
C: Nobody is scared here. It is just a question of having the decency to avoid certain subjects. 
L: I am scared. (sighs) 
Everybody stays silent, thinking, reminiscing. The Wardne(ess) is snoring in the corner.
L: I once met a police dog.
P (returning to the conversation): Really! How interesting!
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O (to himself): At least we’re past the nightmare.
C (suspicious): When was that?
L (embarrassed): When I got arrested.
Carne! & Pâine! (together): You what?! That doesn’t happen to dogs!
The Pack (enthusiastically): Hey-hey-hey!
L: I was a smuggler dog. 
C: Hmm, I see ….
O (turns back towards his companions): Well, I don’t. Tell us …
P (preparing to listen): How exciting!
L: Nothing grand. I like to eat. I swallow everything, I barely chew. So my master gave me sausages filled with cocaine. 
P: What’s that?
O (excited): Wait a minute, and then you digested it! 
L: Well, they weren’t real sausages, they only smelled like it. I was told later they were condoms smeared with pork fat.
P: What are condoms?
C (kindly): O, dear, Pâine, you’re so naïve.
O: No wonder you are so pregnant.
P (suddenly becoming aggressive): Nothing wrong with that, is there?
O: Relax, Carne! I’ll explain. (to Lapte!) But how did you get them out, they’re enormous!
L: Not these ones, they were for Japanese two-legs.
O: Huh! Hah! Heh! Hihihihihihi, (crawling around in his bed, hysterically) Hahahahaha! Japanese men …
The Pack (laughs): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
The Wardne(ess) wakes up and looks around for the spoon, then falls back to sleep again.
C (soberly): Hmm. Well, I suppose that is rather funny. How did you get all the details, since you were mostly acting as an intestine?
L: The police dog told me. She was the one who sniffed it.
P (with candour): The poo?
O (controlling his laughter): The sausage?
L: I don’t know actually. They suspected something and they followed us to the place where I was to deliver the gear.
C (severely): So you are a drug dealer! 
L: I didn’t know. My master got me into it.
O: And so here you are, with us, the innocent. Another victim of the entourage!
Oase! jumps into the space between the beds, adopting a theatrical pose. He starts to sing.
[Text: C’est l’entourage]
SONG: L’ Entourage
When you give her a massage
Don’t go too deep,
But if you are caught
With the finger in it
Say: c’est l’ entourage.
When you take the car 
The policeman says
This has gone too far, 
That’s not your garage!
Give him a cigar
And say: c’est l’entourage!
Ah, what a mirage!
There is no barrage
Against l’entourage
Not even the dressage
Can beat l’entourage!
Maybe Euthanasia
Coming straight from Asia,
Can beat l’entourage?
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The entourage
Makes you a man
The entourage
Gives you a plan
The entourage
That’s what thrills you!
The entourage
That’s what mills you!
The entourage makes you into meat
Eat, eat, eat, eaaaaaat!
While singing, Oase! takes Lapte! by the hand and they start dancing together. As the song progresses, Oase! leads gently over towards the corner 
where the Warden(ess) is dozing. During the last line, Oase! violently pushes his partner towards the Warden(ess).
O: So, there you go, my little cocaine sausage!
Lapte! tumbles over the Warden(ess), who wakes up shouting.
The Warden(ess): Meat! Eat! Eat! Meat! (looks down at Lapte! who stops dancing, petrified) You hungry? I hungry! (takes the spoon and 
starts beating rhythmically on the head of Lapte!, who falls to the ground) You hungry? I hungry! You hungry? I hungry! (continues hitting 
him with the spoon and feet)
L: Gggghhhaaaaaahh!
The Pack (hysterically): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
[Animation: a hand stabs and beheads a dog; swooshing sounds; the head grows back and is cut off again; loop (see above). The animation zooms 
out to leave a red splash. A small dog comes on from the left, licks its way through the splash and exists right.]
Lights out. Silence.
SCENE 6
The King & Queen of Opatra, with two spoons in their hands, stand with their back to the audience and confronting the crowd of agitated dogs, 
the pack and the others, minus Lapte! The Interior Minister stands between the K&Q and the crowd. K&Q hits the nearest bed with a spoon, 
demanding silence. The following will be delivered alternately by the two heads of the K&Q.
K&Q: Dear citizens of Opatra! I hope you can hear me at the back!
The Pack (rhythmically, with mild enthusiasm): Yes-yes-yes!
K&Q: I don’t hear you!
The Pack (louder): Yes-yes-yes!
K&Q: I called you here today in order to remind us all of our duty! (The Interior Minister applauds while looking insinuatingly at the others.) 
Our duty is to cherish, serve and protect our country, outlandishly beautiful, hospitable and rich Opatra! (The Minister applauds) You have 
never been outside of Opatra! But I have! And I can tell you, there is no place on this earth more beautiful, more hospitable or rich than 
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Opatra! (The Minister applauds; the others also start to applaud.) There are no people more beautiful, more patriotic or more dedicated to 
their land and their leader than the Opatra people! (Applause) Thank you! (Applause) And yet, what is happening? (With a signal the K&Q 
summons the Minister to come to his right side.) The enemies of this wonderful country are plotting against us! (Silence) Against you! My 
Minister tells me that armies of rainbow-bats are already flying over Opatra. They are invading our pure countryside, somewhere these 
creatures don’t belong! They cover our sacred land with their shit and their filth, and then fly away! Only to come back! 
[Animation: a crowd of shitting bats all dressed in Superman costumes fly over a landscape bombard with their excrement.] 
Imagine! Opatra, this country of outlandish beauty and harmony – the toilet of the rainbow-bats! The garbage dump of the rainbow-bats! 
The laughing stock of the rainbow bats! And we stand around and wait! We do nothing! (With a gesture the K&Q summons Carne! to come to 
his left side.) But now the time has come! Now we have a plan! (Whispering) Until now, it was secret! (Loud again) But I have made up my 
mind! And we will achieve it together! (The Minister applauds) Together! You and Me! (Everybody applauds.) With my Chief Architect here, 
and with your unstoppable work, we will build a defence against these beasts! (Applause) We will build a Palace as never seen before! 
(Growing applause) What is Opatra? (Silence) Opatra is our treasure! Opatra is our child! Opatra is our fortune! (Furious applause) Therefore, 
we will build a home for Opatra! We will make a fortress out of Opatra! We will build the BIGGEST, the LARGEST, the MIGHTIEST Palace 
the world has ever seen, a Palace that will have the whole of Opatra inside it – a Palace as large as the country itself! (Applause throughout 
this part of the speech, reaching a climax at the end, when the K&Q, the Minister of Interior and Carne! all embraced and wave to the others, who 
scream with enthusiasm.)
SCENE 7
C (suddenly pulling out of the embrace by the K&Q): Lapte! 
All freeze. The Pack look at each other; Pâine! looks at Carne! the Minister looks at the K&Q; the K&Q looks at them all; Oase! looks at no one and 
slowly turns his back to both the public and the people of Opatra. Lights off.
Lights on. Pâine!, Carne! and Oase! are standing between the beds. The Warden(ess) is lying on its bed. The Pack dogs lie on theirs.
O: Two-legs stink!
C (looking at Lapte!’s bed): Where is he?
P: He was there when I fell asleep.
C: He’s not anymore.
Oase! looks with a faint amount of interest at the bed.
O: Well, it looks like somebody took him.
C (sniffing around with a concentrated look): I don’t smell anything.
P (uneasily): We’re not supposed to be standing here. 
O: Two-legs stink indeed, but now the scent is blurred. (pointing with his head towards the Warden(ess)) Too much interference.
P: Why are we here? This is strange.
C (indisposed): I don’t remember anything. 
O (slightly amused): Dogs don’t have short term memory, remember??
[Animation: Small dog pulling a ribbon-ruler out of his head and measuring it against his tail. The ribbon has the word “Memory” written on it.]
C (with a menacing air): You don’t seem troubled by this, do you?
O: I’m more concerned with the future than the past.
P: We should go back inside.
O (ironic): Proud but prudent.
They all re-enter their respective beds/cages.
C: Past, future, who cares? (anxiously) Where is he?
O: Maybe some two-legs wanted company and took him.
C: From here?! I’ve never heard of that before. Have you?
P: A master! I would be so happy for him. And jealous, of course.
O: We shouldn’t be so pessimistic about human nature. It might change; (laughs) suddenly. 
P: I’m not pessimistic.
C: Of course not. In your condition, you need to keep your spirits high. But still, Lapte vanished. (to Oase!) And you are pessimistic.
O: Who cares in the end? It’s just another four-legged creature. 
C: I always wondered, whose side are you on? What voice are you speaking with?
O (half-singing): Two-legs voice? Four-legs voice? (pushing his hands out through the bars) Two? (and the legs) Four? What’s the difference? 
Tell me, Carne, my brave bedfellow.
[Animation – Anubis is sitting in front of a conveyor belt gluing legs onto undefined bodies. Some bodies get four legs, some get two.]
C: As if you don’t know.
O: I do, but somehow I get the feeling you’re trapped in-between loyalties.
C: We were talking about Lapte’s disappearance.
O: So? Imagine he was taken away by one of the two-legged and put to death.
The Pack (banging on their beds): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
C: Easy! You’re going to wake them up. 
Looks in the direction of the Warden(ess). The Warden(ess) wipes both mouths and mumbles in a deep sleep.
O (sarcastically): No worries, (s)he’s just digesting. So, in this particular case, what voice are you speaking with? 
C: The voice of reason, of course.
O (barking): Hah! Reason, you say. Hah! What reason?
C: Reason that says you can’t avoid your fate. Or do you know a better one?
O: So, four. Your reason is a four-legged reason.
C: At least I’m consistent about who I am. 
O: Consistency might not add up to much. Life is not consistent; life is moody. Like the two-legs. And the two-legs control it because they 
understand moodiness – while the four-legs don’t.
C: I like to keep it simple. It helps me think.
O: Well, it didn’t help Lapte much, did it, all that simplicity of mind. But don’t worry, you’re not simple, you’re complicated enough.
C: Huh, in what sense?
O: The usual – survival strategies, compromises, opportunism.
C: That’s what we’re about.
O: Oh, no, it only seems that way. Some are very good at it; you are very good at it. Lapte wasn’t.
C: So he had to be punished?
The Warden(ess) gets up slowly in the corner and walks painfully over to Carne!’s cage. The dogs fall briskly down onto their bellies and go to sleep. 
The Warden(ess) pokes hesitant hands through the bars and strokes Carne!’s head tenderly. The Warden(ess) is now the King & Queen of Opatra.
SCENE 8
K&Q: Dreams. Plans. Ambitions. (Carne slowly wakes up, stretching his legs.) I wonder if you are giving me all you have in there? (knocks 
gently with a finger on Carne!’s forehead) Are you?
C (suddenly catching on): Your Majesty, I apologize. I fell asleep.
K&Q: We have to do that as well, from time to time. Big projects need energy. Ambition must be fed. 
The two sides of K&Q put hands into their pockets and take out some snacks. Carne! hesitates between the two offers, then picks both.
K&Q (pulls out two other snacks and starts munching): I was thinking about our building. You don’t mind if I call it that, our building? (Carne! 
shakes his head) It’s also yours, after all. (Carne! bows.) Come, come out, come here. (Carne! hesitates) Come-come. (Carne! gets out of his 
bed.) I want to show you something. (taking him by the shoulders, the K&Q walks towards the screen at the back). 
[Animation: the map of Opatra, half in 3D. The map transforms as the K&Q speaks.]
You see, what we have here is Opatra. Beautiful. Rich and friendly. (frowns) Too friendly! But beautiful. 
You see, I see Opatra as my own house. I have big plans. So I need a big house. Right? (Carne! nods.) Of course, it is also the house of my 
people. When you are sharing a house, problems occur. It tends to get messy, you see? (Carne! gestures towards the sky.) Forget about 
the rainbow-bats. They are an opportunity for change. Nobody saw them anyway. (laughs) But look here: people everywhere, no privacy. 
Villages, waters, forests, traffic, noise. Messy floors! No rooms! We need order. 
One room – for the people of Opatra. My people. All together, no need for transportation back and forth, no wasting of time and fuel. 
(Carne! pulls a notebook out of his pocket and starts scribbling.)
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Another room – for all the forests and all the mountains; beautiful; all under control. Access once a week, a healthy walk for everybody. 
(K&Q thinks for a moment.) One hour. Yes? Good. 
Now, the water: all rivers made one; united in a single majestic canal that takes us (gestures) to the bath room. Yes? Showers only. Once a 
week. One hour. Too much water makes my people soft. 
Ah, and a lake for fishery; and for my yacht. Not too big, not too dangerous. Yes? (Carne! nods and continues writing.) Good. So that’s the 
ground floor.
Now for the second floor: my study. Too large? (Carne! shakes his head) Of course, Opatra is my drawing board, so I need a room large 
enough to fit it in. A balcony overlooking all my neighbours; it’s good to keep an eye on them. 
Third floor ….. Fourth floor …... Fifth …… And so on.
No entrance. No exit. I leave via the roof. Visitors will come the same way. My people will stay inside. Do their thing: work; maintain; 
sustain; produce. All in the basement. All noise and mess to be in the basement only. (Pauses)Anything else? 
Ah, yes, windows. Not too many, and not too large. Otherwise it’ll be too draughty; my people will be looking out all the time, getting 
distracted. Light – only natural, nice and healthy. Temperature – the same. Natural. During the day – everybody is to be awake, keeping 
warming at work. At night – everybody will be asleep and warm in bed. And there’s to be no elevators. They only encourage illicit sex and 
laziness. Same goes for toilets. Toilets to be kept to a minimum. Let’s have group toilets, toilets that are difficult to access. It’ll keep the 
people sober. Less food. Less beer. Less waste. So there you are! That’s the plan. Now you tell me!
Carne! (carefully closes the notebook, puts it back in his pocket, takes out a flipchart from under his bed and sets it up in front of the K&Q; he 
then adjusts his clothes, checks his hair and clears his throat.): Uh-hum (pauses then speaks with unexpected passion) Your Majesty, since the 
beginning of time humankind has been confronted with a problem: VISUAL CLUTTER! (writes the words VISUAL CLUTTER on flipchart.) It’s 
something we hate in architecture. And then there’s (writing on the flipchart) TRA-DI-TION! How can we build in freedom amid the stress 
of something that already exists? Moreover, something that promises to be there FOREVER?! (writes down FOREVER) All that old stuff, all 
those (makes quotation mark gestures with his hands) “traditional” buildings that need preserving! I must apologize to Your Majesty for 
speaking so directly – but all those (writing word on flipchart) PEOPLE! Yes, Your Majesty! (does quotation marks gesture) “people” make it 
impossible for architecture to flourish. But You! – Your Majesty – with one simple gesture, you annihilated thousands of years of slavery! 
You freed architecture from the domination of people and circumstance. You are THE GREATEST ARCHITECT! (flips a page and writes: THE 
GREATEST ARCHITECT!) Now we can do it! Now we can really do it, free from any limits! Your vision is (searching for the word) COSMIC, 
Your Majesty! Our drawing board is – as you so Majestically put it – the entire country! Now we’ll be able to keep it clean. We’ll be able to 
put things in their right place. 
[Video: small buildings made of soap are shuffled back and forth on wheels. They fall off the table and break. The pieces are splashed with water from 
a bucket and then swept away with a mop; the remaining pieces are put into cardboard boxes. All these actions are performed by invisible hands.]
All the clutter in baskets! All tradition in drawers! Everything flexible on the inside! Everything eternal on the outside! A building as large 
as the entire country! A palace for the universe! Everything on wheels! Ready for the next move!
Carne! stands in front of the King & Queen of Opatra, applauding frantically. The King & Queen applauds Carne! in a composed manner. The Pack 
get out of their beds and join in with their cheers and applause.
The Pack: Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
[Animation: Dynamic low-perspective view of a giant bowling ball rolling down a street lined with different types of buildings: high rise and modest 
family buildings, churches, 19th-century architecture. The ball strikes the buildings indiscriminately. Every strike is accompanied by animated stars, 
bubbles and fireworks like those of a pin-ball machine.]
SONG: Keep it Rolling
You! And you! And you! And you!
Free yourself from history
Get rid of the taboo
That keeps your life in misery.
Tradition! Repetition! Recognition!
What a burden
For the human condition.
We all need demolition
To keep it rolling.
The city is ready for bowling
Throw the ball down the fast lane
And let’s uncork the champagne
The bubbles are so consoling.
Smash the useless past
Hit the dog when growling
Take them all with a blast
And keep the ball rolling!
Everything swings on wheels
Buildings run like automobiles
Churches are on high heels
Investors are fat seals
Protectors are fat eels
The weak and poor are so boring
So keep the balls rolling!
SCENE 9
C: So Lapte had to be punished?
O: Well, why not? It’s the cornerstone of our existence – punishment. (steps out of his bed and starts reeling off the following in a professorial 
voice, while pacing back and forth) Dogs are promiscuous! Dogs are gluttonous! Dogs are lazy! Dogs are violent! Dogs are jealous! 
The Pack enthusiastically keeps the rhythm by banging their tin plates on their beds. The Warden(ess) stands up and, during the following lines, 
performs a kind of Shamanic dance with all four eyes kept closed.
O (in the same manner as before): They destroy, they steal, they attack, they shit, they pee, they vomit, they eat what they shit, they eat 
what they vomit, they eat each other.
The Pack (in protest): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
O (shouting at them, increasingly losing his temper): Dogs are filthy! Dogs are cannibals! Dogs are scavengers! Dogs fornicate with their 
siblings! Dogs eat their own! (falls down on all fours and starts to shout as if barking) Dogs eat their vomit! Dogs are the scourge of the 
Earth! Dogs bite hands! Dogs kill cats! Dogs pee on the matt! Dogs steal the fat! They break the vat! Opportunistic rat! 
C (gently but in an insinuating voice): If we are dogs, then what are you, my dear friend? A two-legs? A man?
O (turns over on his back and lies there exhausted): Dog is the spitting image of man.
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Silence. The Warden(ess) falls back into the bed. The Pack also fall back into their beds.
O: Dog and Man are two faces of the same problem.
Silence. Oase! starts whistling a simple tune. He stands up, brushes his clothes and goes back to his bed.
P (softly): I thought curiosity killed the cat.
[Animation: Curiosity Killed the Cat – A huge burning joint falls in front of Bastet the cat goddess. She picks it up, takes a deep blow, and falls stiff. 
Anubis comes and takes her stiff body away.]
C (amused): Who told you that?
P: I also keep my ears open ….
C: Of course. So you’re curious, too. We’re all curious.
P: Yes, but I think you … us … are somehow more goal-oriented.
O: Opportunistic.
C (turning to Oase!): Is that the big problem that was bothering you? The one you were talking about?
O (back to his old chatty/professorial tone): The problem is that Man plays God to Dog. 
[Animation: the words GOD/DOG mirror each other horizontally. The small dog walks past and sees himself in the reflection as Anubis. He sniffs the 
surface of the water where the reflection is cast, then drinks from it. Anubis kicks him with one leg. The small dog runs away squealing.]
P: Nothing wrong with playing.
C: In my experience, we’re no born leaders anyway. So, what’s your problem?
O: Of course, if you just want to sleep peacefully next to your bowl, you’ll need a master to fill it. 
P: What is God?
O: Our God is a fellow who took advantage of his being two-legged and arranged everything to his liking. He cut the forest, dried the pond, 
ate the game, smoked the fish, fornicated endlessly, multiplied, expanded his territory, threw away his garbage, stayed on top. And while 
he was doing all this – we were at his side. Dog of the Man. Man of the Dog. He made us behave and feel the same way he behaves and 
feels, because that suited his interests, and then he punished us for being precisely too much like him. (pauses) And too close to him. 
P (having a realisation): You talk of two-legs now? But they are the masters, not …
O: No-no-no, dear. Two-legs are masters of the cow, the pig and everything else. Two-legs kill and eat whatever they please, but they 
don’t mislead everything and everyone about their intentions. Everyone but us, that is. When two-legs cut the forest, they don’t feed it 
first with ideas about friendship. When they slaughter hens, or game, they don’t take them on training courses first; they don’t let them 
sleep next to the fire and take them to other exclusive two-legs places.
But with us – yes, that’s how happens. That is the God-like betrayal of Man: today we’re good, tomorrow we’re food.
The Pack protests in its usual manner.
O (to Carne): See, they have no idea.
C (solemnly): Dog and Man. It’s an age-old alliance based on mutual trust. We are no leaders but we are loyal to our leaders. I know 
nothing of any gods; I don’t know what a god is. But I do know about hierarchy, and I know that together we and our masters are here to 
achieve something important. 
Paine applauds, impressed.
C (embarrassed but pleased): Thank you, but there’s no need, really.
Suddenly, Carne! loses his composure and starts singing, as if against his will. While he sings, the lights go out with the exception of two spot lights 
– one on Carne!, the other on his friend Oase!.
SCENE 10
SONG: Faithfulness
They say you are faithful like a dog
But what do they know
About how feelings grow?
Like water in a bog
Like fish in a pond
That’s how they grow.
Like candles in the fog 
That’s how we glow
When there is a bond.
Faithfulness, oh faithfulness
Takes you far and beyond
Any stress.
They say you are mad like a dog
They say you are stiff like a log
But they do not know.
Do I fear castration?
Do I loathe molestation?
No, no, no, no, no.
Do I fear starvation?
Migration? Desperation? Liquidation?
No, no, no, no.
I have no hesitation
Only misinterpretation
Can destroy the dog nation
Because the dog
Is just a cog
In the machine of human domination.
But in the end
Faithfulness, oh faithfulness
Guarantees your success
And despite all the mess
We are man’s best friend. 
Applause in the dark. Lights go back on. The King & Queen of Opatra and the Interior Minister clap gently, in a distinguished manner. Carne takes a 
bow and goes back to his bed.
O: Your Majesty wanted to see me.
K&Q (to the Interior Minister): Is that him? Is that him? (pointing at Oase!) Come here, my dear. Come here. My dear...
Oase bows.
K&Q: What can you tell us? (twice)
Minister: Speak your mind.
O: Your Majesty, the Palace can be built as You wish, but there are certain issues …. (pauses)
K&Q: What kind? (twice)
O: A sacrifice has to be made.
K&Q: But we all make sacrifices (twice) for beautiful Opatra, for our country (twice).
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O (slightly bored): I am talking about blood sacrifice.
K&Q looks at the Minister. The Minister points his head at Oase.
K&Q: Well? (twice)
O: It is well known that such a large building will never stand up if it is not built on a foundation of blood.
Silence.
K&Q (to the Minister, only once): Whose blood?
The Minister turns towards Oase!.
O: Someone close to the project … (K&Q takes a step back. Oase! quickly continues) … Of course, not too close. 
K&Q: Volunteers? (twice)
Oase! looks at the Minister.
O: The Chief Architect is concerned about dogs. 
K&Q (surprised): Dogs! (twice)
O: Yes. Demolition dogs; they are always a casualty of any large architectural endeavours as Your Majesty surely knows. And the Palace of 
Opatra is one such endeavour. (K&Q looks irritated) The largest of them all, of course.
K&Q: Of course. (twice) So we got a dog problem now. (twice)
O: The Chief Architect feels their sacrifice is unnecessary. The building will be cursed as a result.
K&Q: Let the dogs bleed …. bleed. It will solve both problems ….. problems? 
The Minister and Oase! are now standing on both sides of the K&Q and whispering into the nearest ear.
Minister (whispering into ear confidentially): Dogs won’t do, Your Majesty. 
O (ditto): It must be closer to home.
Minister (ditto): Closer to him.
O (ditto): Family, but also related to the building in some way ….
Minister (ditto): But not too close, politically speaking. 
O (ditto): The curse of the dogs must be neutralised …..
Minister (ditto): ….. by a personal sacrifice.
K&Q (abruptly breaking the spell, speaking to each side separately): I understand! I understand! Bring me my Chief Architect! Chief 
Architect!
Minister: It is the Chief architect’s wife that wants to see Your Majesty!
Lights go off.
SCENE 11
Lights go on; the dog shelter, populated as before.
[Animation: Crescent Moon]
P: So silent! I can hear my little ones growing inside me.
O: Like dough in the bakery. 
Pâine! ignores him.
C (warmly): I wonder what they’re going look like? 
O: You have no say in it, so why bother?
C (composed as usual): This is an important event.
O: Like you really care! 
C: New life calls for celebration.
O: The hangman will take care of that; or our neighbour here. (points to the Warden(ess), who is sitting listlessly in the bed)
P (furious): You’re such a dog hater! 
O: That’s not true. I like dogs; it’s the masters I don’t trust.
P (ironically): Why don’t you bite them, alors?
O: Oh, but I did, madame, that’s why I’m here. 
C: So you broke the first rule of dog-hood: never attack what walks on two legs …
O (interrupting): … unless it’s running from you – we know! Don’t be pompous; the only rule is that there’s no rule to fit all circumstances, 
like there’s no way a Chihuahua will fuck a Great Dane.
P: That’s so rude!
O: Don’t come over all innocent. How did you get those hanging tits there, gravity?
(offended, Pâine! turns her back to him and straightens her hair.)
C: Never mind him, dear. (Turning to Oase!, severely) And by what set of rules would you judge your own social performance here? 
O: The rules set by someone who allows himself to be free in mind if not in the flesh! My own rules! My own master! Me.
P: So, belonging to someone is no good! Better to live in the gutter and end up being killed by the round-legs!
[Animation: Small dog chasing a car. The car wheel grows in size until it pushes small dog off the screen. Then a red splash covers the surface of 
the screen.]
The Pack: Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
C: Dear, there’s certain words we try not to use in here.
O : Why not? Killed-killed-killed-kill! (stops and listens) See, nothing happened. Not yet. And when it does, you won’t see it coming anyway. 
(To Pâine!) There aren’t any round-legs, only your two-legged friend. He holds the ignition key and he steers the wheel, as sure as he – or 
she for that matter – gives you stupid names and a stupid haircut and food that makes you fart. 
P (insinuatingly): The so-called free dogs fart as well, I’ll tell you …
C: That’s beside the point. (To Oase!) I sense your frustration, but I can’t tell where it comes from.
O (ironically): Yeah, I was wondering too, since we’re so lavishly accommodated and fed here! (pauses, then seriously) Let me ask you 
something: do you really thing you can make it?
C: What do you mean?
O: Pull it off? Get out of here? 
C (looks at him intensely): I live by the rule of the tail. Things happen every moment. Good and less good. Who can tell what the next wag of 
the tail will bring? Who is able to look beyond it and overcome the fear of the big unknown? Are you?
O: Well, then, we’re much more alike than you think. 
C: We’re not. As I said, I believe in the contract of mutual trust with man. This relationship gives rise to endless opportunities.
O: And I said that opportunism forms the basis of this contract. You know it, too. But you don’t seem to understand that only one side is 
winning, and it’s not ours. Do you know how many of us the two-legs eat every day? Did you hear about the boy abandoned by his mother 
and adopted by the pack? When he grew stronger he ate them all. He was found surrounded by four-legged carcasses.
[Animation text: Asian Delights]
The Pack (disapprovingly): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
C (impassively): The strongest always wins; it’s the law.
O: There is no law! This is man’s world – chaos paved with good intentions, remember? 
[Animation: L’enfer est pave de bonnes intentions] 
Good intentions and grand ideas – what a combination! Killing and revering. Embalming and adoring. Crocodiles, cats, cows, horses, 
sheep and, of course, people – slaughtered and then placed in temples! And palaces! And city squares! And museums, and libraries, and 
pyramids! Statues and portraits, relics and foot mouldings, and the dried excrement of dead creatures, of murdered creatures ….
The Pack (disapprovingly): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
O: Oh, shut up! …. All carefully preserved. Everywhere. How deranged you must be to do things like that? 
C: That’s history you’re talking about.
O: No, I’m not. I’m talking about now. Double standards are the new religion: you’re not allowed to eat as much as you want; you’re not 
allowed to have sex as often as you want; you’re not allowed to wander wherever you want. You’re a pet! But the masters do these things 
all the time, all day long. 
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Two-legs love you the same way they love their gods: he, or (turning towards Pâine!) she for that matter, takes you into their heart, then 
leaves you alone to sniff at their slippers and suffer like a dog, while all the time they run around doing all that stuff they call life. And they 
put on all those smells from little bottles to trick your perception of who they really are – your enemies. I’m telling you, between their 
good intentions and living in the gutter, there’s no way out but here. And here we’re only waiting for ….
The Pack: Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
O (continues without paying attention): And then castration! For our own good! Do you know how it feels?
C: Do you?
O: Otherwise, I wouldn’t ask.
C: Hmm. Sorry.
O: This is not about me. Or you, or anyone we know. This is about how the system works. Wherever you look, the two-legs are covering 
the land with their own and taking the four-legs to the slaughter house. 
The Pack (tired): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
O (shouting): Who castrates the two-legs? (listening, then again shouting) Somebody should start, there’s too many of them! (listening) 
That’ll make ’em unhappy! (listening) Anyone? Any blood?
The Pack: Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
The Warden(ess): Shut up! Enough! Go to sleep! (bangs large spoon on the frame of the bed)
O (to Carne): See, nobody!
P (whispering): This is so depressing. I hate you! (wriggling in the bed) You should go away! Where did you come from anyway?
O (in a normal voice): Where did you come from? Did you fall off another planet? (turning his back and going to sleep)
Lights off. Pâine! gets out of her bed and sleepwalks towards the front of the stage. It is her turn to sing.
[Text: Love Falls From Another Planet.]
[Animation: A pair of dogs having sex while a man tries to separate them with a big stick. A man and a woman are pulling each dog away by the 
head, helping abort the act.] 
SONG: Love Falls From Another Planet
I try to keep my spirits high
I try to keep my four feet dry
Although I am a daughter of the street.
When two-legs hit me in the thigh
Or break my ribs I don’t reply
Because I am too sweet.
Once I was on heat
A most natural condition
And I went for it
Against my intuition.
Streets are not a place 
For a tender embrace
But 
Love falls from another planet 
Like a piece of granite
And stretches your bones 
To the limit.
He was tall and strong
His tail was thick and long
Which is a good sign 
For further pleasure.
So I went along 
And soon we started to twine
Around his treasure.
Because 
Love falls from another planet 
Like a rose
And stings your flesh
To the limit.
An indignant mother 
Started to scream
But we kept humping
Like in a dream
An indignant father started to kick
A policeman came with a stick
To stop us.
Loves falls from another planet
And hits you like a bus
With no speed limit.
So we were molested 
And then arrested 
Our love parts were tested
While still congested.
They are not infested
We can use the grease
Says the dog police.
So here I am
Fallen from another planet
Waiting for my release
With no speed limit.
Lights out. Lights on again.
SCENE 12
Oase! and Carne! meet each other between the beds and discuss in low voices.
C: That’s something we can’t take into account.
O: I think we should. Otherwise, the whole thing will get out of hand and we won’t be able to predict the consequences. 
C: Consequences? This country has always been populated by stray dogs. 
O: Look boss, a few stray dogs is one thing; millions of feral dogs is something else altogether.
C: Millions! Where did you get that?
O (unrolling a map on the floor): This has already been demolished; and this; and this; and (pointing on the map) this: all densely populated 
neighbourhoods. If we are to consolidate the construction, more will have to go. Look for yourself.
C: These are only normal casualties. When you build on a large scale, you have to make room first. People have to be moved. Need I remind 
you of that? I thought you were in charge?
O: All these people live in family houses. They’re surrounded by dogs. If you take them away, their dogs will be set free. You know what 
that means?
C: No, I don’t. Should I? 
O (gives him a blank expression then continues after a pause): Because you’re a dog, too.
Lights go off then immediately come back on again. Repeat.
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C (as if waking up): Then how come we’re talking architecture here?
O: Because we know how to control space better than anyone else. Sniffing around and marking our territory are the cornerstone 
activities of space management. It’s only a small step to go from space management to space design.
[Animation of small dog sniffing a stone cube and peeing on it. Further on, another small dog does the same. Further on, another. Repeats 
endlessly.]
C: Space is controlled by the owners of space. I’m not responsible for that. My responsibility is with the client. 
O: Space is controlled by the owners of people. We both know what that means. That makes us property, too.
C: Nobody owns people.
O: People own people; some people own other people; a few people own a lot of people (looking around cautiously) and they treat them like 
dogs.
C (takes a sheet of paper out of his pocket and begins to read): How many depressed dogs are there with depressed masters? How many fat 
dogs with fat masters? How many disturbed dogs with disturbed masters? All we can do is become part of the project our masters have 
prepared for us. Then wait for them to be bored, or sick, or poor or die. Then we’re put to sleep. If we’re lucky. Or we die a horrible death. 
The Pack (in their sleep): Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey!
C: Did you write that?
O (unusually gently): Look, I know how it works. We’re protecting them, but they can’t protect us: they’re too infantile. I am a demolition 
dog as well. My master left me behind when they tore down our house. He had to save his books, see. He was a philosopher. Lots of books. 
No room for dogs anymore. So I moved in with the pack. For one year I was a philosophical dog, then suddenly a bum. 
C (showing him the paper): And what’s this?
[Animation: Text saying: “Buddha Dog”. Dog sitting in the lotus position on a lotus flower. The flower swallows the dog. Then it eats the dog and 
gulps. Anubis comes paddling across in a boat filled with lotus flowers. With a knife like a machete he cuts down the flower and drops it onto his 
pile. Boat exits.]
O: We need a moral revolution! A moratorium on demolitions! A stop to all killing! Full emancipation! Equal treatment for the four-legs 
minorities! Citizens’ rights for dogs! 
C (laughs): You’re mad!
O (patiently): Rights granted by two-legs mean nothing. We need to be in control. Through democracy or through anarchy – it does not 
matter which. Animals cannot go on being killed without a fight.
Carne! shakes his head in disbelief.
O: Did you hear about the curse of the demolition dogs?
Carne! is about to leave but the King & Queen of Opatra enters supported on one side by the Minister of Interior and on the other by Pâine!. 
K&Q: Aha, my Chief Architect! And his Head Mason! Just in time! (twice)
C & O (together): Your Majesty!
K&Q (to Carne): Your wife here tells me you’re worried sick about our project. No need, no need really. Really.
Carne! makes a slight bow. Oase! steps back. 
K&Q (looking at the Minister): We might have just the solution. …. Solution … But I hear there’s also some other issues. (twice)
Minister (hastily): Opportunities, Your Majesty. Opportunities. 
K&Q (irritated): I can hear, you don’t have to repeat everything. Everything. So? So?
Minister: Your Majesty, as soon as the Opatra Palace is finished, the rainbow-bats will move elsewhere. 
C: How can you be so sure? They might nest on the roofs; it’ll be a whole new world up there, as vast as our old world down here.
Minister: It’s been scientifically proven that rainbow-bats don’t like roofs, of any shape or form. It’s a physiological thing. Their digestive 
systems only function if they drop their shit on the countryside.
K&Q (irritated): Hah! (twice)
C: That doesn’t make any sense.
Minister (ignoring him): So what will they do? They’ll move on to our neighbours.
K&Q (satisfied): Heh! (twice)
Minister: Our neighbours will need to respond. But we already have the solution. 
K&Q (suddenly suspicious): And what would that be? (twice)
Minister (pointing at Carne!): Another palace; as large as needs be. 
K&Q (very softly, controlling his rage): Are you nuts? This is my Palace. The Palace of Opatra. The largest Palace in the world!
The Minister takes a deep bow and steps back.
K&Q (to Carne!): Can you build another one? As big as this one? Bigger? Bigger?!
C: For anything you desire, Your Majesty, I am at your service. But first we must solve the problems with our project here. Then ….
K&Q: Don’t worry about that. (holding Pâine! by the shoulders in a fatherly/motherly embrace): We might have just the solution.
K&Q and the Interior Minister exit slowly, taking Pâine! between them, gently by firmly.
K&Q (turning once more towards Carne!): As for the neighbours, we can sell them soap; lots and lots of soap to cleanse their country from 
the bat shit. Shit! Heh. Heh. After all, this will be also the largest dog shelter in the world. (twice; then exit)
Carne! watches them leave without saying a word. Oase! goes slowly back to his bed. Lights off.
[Video 3: extremely slow horizontally panning close-up of Casa Poporului in Bucharest.]
SCENE 13
[Animation: No Moon]
Using the same setting as Scene 1. Everybody is sleeping. The Spirit of Lapte! enters. He moves slowly from one character to the next, starting with 
the Warden(ess); he looks closely at each of them in turn, then moves on to the next, speaking all the while.
Spirit of Lapte!: They all sleep. You can’t do anything. They can’t do anything. It is all one big road through the desert. Rubble all around, 
as far as you can see. The spirit of a dog here, another there. Peeing on the rubble. Lying in the sun. Scratching their necks. The usual 
thing. 
I say: what’s this? They say: Timbuktu. Who? I don’t know. Voices in my head. I don’t know. My head aches a bit. From the blows. 
Timbuktu, a stupid name. They say: a dog’s paradise. That’s Timbuktu. The place where dogs talk. And two-legs listen. Ha! Go figure.
Then I see this film. In my head, like the voices. Timbuktu is in your head. Is your head. So how to tell? Nobody listens. Here it is: 
(in a different voice, like a TV newsreader)
There is this outlandishly beautiful country, called Opatra; ruled by a Siamese King. One day he says, I am going to build the biggest palace 
in the world, as big as my country and as beautiful as my country. A whole country inside a palace. And he calls his most famous architect 
and his most famous head mason and his most famous builders. And they all set to work. Day in, day out. Lots of work. Lots of everything. 
The dogs say: this palace is crazy. It’s killing us. It leaves us with nowhere to live. Just rubble. The dogs put a curse on the palace. That’s 
how it began. As the palace grew to cover all of beautiful Opatra, it started to crumble down. Here and there. Bits and pieces. Over night. 
They would repair it during the day. It would crumble down again over night. They built ever faster, it crumbled ever faster. More to build, 
more to clean. Rubble. Everywhere. 
The Siamese King says: What to do? They say: kill the dogs. Make soap. Lots of soap. Soap cleans everything. Clean the rubble. The 
country is clean. Then we start again. The palace will last. Well, it didn’t. Soap didn’t help. Soap everywhere, no change.
The Siamese King says again: What to do? They say: it needs blood inside. Who says? I don’t know. Voices. Fresh blood. So guess what? 
The architect says: we’ll run a lottery. Nobody knows our plan. We’ll see who pulls out the winning number. Then we’ll do it. And guess 
what? His wife pulls out the lucky number. Lucky woman. She gets to visit the Palace first. Goes all the way up there with her husband. 
Then she gets her prize. She’s buried into the wall. Alive. But not alone – she was expecting. 
The Spirit completes his tour and sits down on the bed next to the Warden(ess). Gives it another curious look and then continues.
Well, it was a sad thing. Puppies’n’ all. All gone. But the building still stood! One night! Then another! And another. The architect and the 
head mason and the builders went further and further and further – all the way up. Finished. End of story. Big party.
The King comes to see it. Needs to visit a neighbouring country to get a view, as the Palace is so big. The neighbouring king says to 
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the Siamese King: I want a Palace like that too. But the Siamese King doesn’t want him to have one. So he orders: take down all the 
scaffolding and ropes and pulleys! Everything! The builders are on top. They can’t get down. Can’t fly. Dogs don’t fly. This is a story about 
dogs, remember? Maybe if dogs could grow wings. Maybe then. Maybe in Timbuktu. Who can tell?
[Animation: illustration of Lapte!’s story with dog characters.]
The Spirit stands up and walks over to Carne!. He gives him a pat on the head. He goes over to Pâine! and looks at her. Then he leaves the scene. 
Silence. The lights slowly fade out. Silence again. Then the Pack start singing their own song in the dark. The snoring of the Warden(ess) can be 
heard loud and clear throughout the song.
SONG: Demolition Dogs
We are the demolition dogs
Living from the rubble
Not too much flesh on our bones
But we stay out of trouble.
Don’t fear the bulldozer, the truck or the crane
But remember – your enemy is man.
He buries you alive
He hangs you to death
He takes your guts out
Before your last breath. 
Hey Man!
We are your gloves and we are your shoes
We are your leather coat with a fancy tan
We are your soap and we are your creams
Smear us on your body as long as you still can!
Day cream night cream facial cream body cream
We crawl through your skin into your dreams
And then we kill you.
Kill the master, kill the master, kill the master
Take down the house and the palace and the city
Show no pity.
Dogs are the master-blaster, humans the plaster-caster
Who is the loser who is the winner?
Enjoy your dinner 
Have a ball
While rotten dogs explode under the wall.
Because we are demolition dogs
And we live in the rubble
There is no flesh on our bones
But we stay out of trouble.
Sudden noise of metal hitting metal, loud voices screaming orders. Lights go on. The Warden(ess) jumps out of the bed and starts banging the 
metal spoon frantically against the bed frame. All dogs start barking and squealing. The Director of the Dog Asylum enters running and stops next 
to Pâine!’s bed.
Director: We have to get them out! Now!
He grabs Pâine! by the collar and pulls her out violently. Pâine! wriggles, squeals and resists. The Warden(ess) joins in the fight, helping the 
Director.
Warden(ess): Bitch! Whore!
Pâine! is dragged away. The Director returns together with the Warden(ess) and together they start bludgeoning the other dogs indiscriminately. 
All this happens very fast and chaotically. The background noise remains very intense throughout the massacre.
The Warden(ess) (hitting): Meat!
The Director (hitting): Soap!
The Warden(ess) (hitting): Eat!
The Director (hitting): Boil!
The Warden(ess) (hitting): Peel!
The Director (hitting): Kill!
Together (hitting hard): And eat! And kill! And boil! And crash! And smash! And meat! And bones! And eat!
Lights off. Silence.
[Video + Animation: extremely slow horizontal panned close-up of Casa Poporului in Bucharest. Animated small dogs come out of the windows and 
fly around happily.]
THE END
Optionally, the producers of the play may opt for a grand finale scene with the entire cast again performing My Master Is My Pet. This 
would not imply any change to the author’s opinion on human-dog relations, but it might leave the humans attend the performance a little 
happier. And that is important, too.
The illustrations in the text are stills from the animations realized by Vali Chincişan for the performance at the Odeon theatre, Bucharest.
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CA(R)NE. THIS IS OUR CITY
AT THE ODEON THEATRE
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WHO LET THE DOGS OUT?
JEAN BOUMANS
Călin Dan’s art project, Carne/Cane, was performed within the 
framework of the Dutch government’s percentage scheme and 
resulted in a special experimental theatre production entitled 
“CA(r)NE – Oraşul e al nostru”, which was held on 28th May 
2007 at the Odeon Theatre in Bucharest. I was in the happy 
position of being the only Dutch person to witness this event, 
which represented a provisional high point for Călin Dan after an 
emotionally difficult research period lasting two years.
The entire project was unusual within the context of the Dutch 
government’s percentage scheme. For the first, and most likely 
last, time the performance was not held in the Netherlands and 
in or around a government building, but outside the country, in a 
Romanian jail.
The project began in 2005. I had just been appointed advisor 
for visual arts to the Chief Government Architect. At the North 
Holland North Penitentiary, there was still some money left to be 
spent on art projects. The renovation of the building had already 
been finished, and it was too late for the usual integral artistic 
implementation. Together with Lex van der Meulen, the former 
director of the institution, we tried to find a useful way to spend 
the art budget. In the course of our conversation we discussed 
the European project called “Prison-Star: Centre of Expertise”. 
“Prison-Star” is a cooperative project between several prison 
institutions in Romania and the Netherlands implemented within 
the framework of the MATRA programme. The MATRA programme 
provides subsidies for projects in Central and Eastern Europe aimed 
at supporting processes of social transformation. Their purpose 
is the creation of the necessary preconditions for a successful 
reform policy. At the time, Romania was still a candidate country to 
join the European Union, and there was a need for reforms to the 
judicial apparatus and prison system. Reintegration programmes 
for inmates were only just beginning to be developed in Romania 
and support was needed. The goal of “Prison-Star” is to improve 
the living conditions of inmates and the working conditions of 
the prison staff in order to meet the “Minimum Standard Rules” 
established by the European Union and the United Nations. The 
initial outlines of what this project might entail were quickly drawn 
up. An artist, together with Romanian inmates, was to stage one 
or more cultural productions, or at least create the conditions 
required to make such productions possible, with the aim of 
promoting social reintegration. However, the autonomy of the 
artist immediately became an issue during the discussion. Was this 
a question of service to the community, and was more attention 
being paid to the result and less to artistic achievement? And 
would the artist be allowed to adopt a critical attitude and examine 
the conflict that exists between the judicial apparatus and the 
reintegration programme, and, if necessary, highlight it? The artist 
would have to make a choice: he could either carry out the political 
agenda of the European Union, at the risk of collaborating with 
the judicial powers that still partially embody the resentments 
of the former dictatorial regime; or he could adopt a position of 
conscience and, from his position of autonomy, make suggestions 
that might encroach upon the boundaries of the judicial system 
and (from its perspective) go beyond what is permissible? We were 
not talking here about the furnishings of buildings, it was a matter 
of people, real criminals, but also stigmatised minority groups, such 
as the Roma, who were imprisoned for committing minor offences. 
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Convicts from the margins of society. How could their dignity be 
restored upon their return to society? “Who let the dogs out?”1
Through the collection of art works in government buildings as 
result of the percentage scheme we can trace the development 
of thinking over recent decades about the role of visual art 
in architecture, public space and society, noting the political 
connotations of each period. Ideas from the 1950s on the 
decorative and uplifting role of art in architecture, the belief from 
the 1960s and 1970s that art can contribute to social well-
being and the current view that the meaning of art is to be found 
primarily within itself, and should therefore be judged more on its 
merits, can all be found in various forms in and around government 
buildings. The government percentage scheme has existed since 
1951 and functions in such a way that, for every building project of 
a certain scale commissioned by the Government Buildings Agency, 
a percentage of the building costs is reserved for visual art. The 
way art was initially used was heavily dependent on the building 
project itself. This was later broadened, with the specific social 
context and direct confrontation with the public a commission 
entails repeatedly providing an interesting challenge for each new 
generation of artists aiming to address a larger and less exclusive 
section of society.
While the first post-war generation of artists believed that by 
working together with architects they could lead the community 
towards a new cultural unity and thus play a useful role in society, 
after 1960 the belief that by addressing the users of art artists 
could bring about the integration of art and life was to gain ground. 
Increasingly practical functions were attached to this art, which 
made its contemplators also users. The degree to which a work of 
art influences the user, stimulates his creativity and makes him 
experience his environment more consciously became important 
criteria. The shift in monumental art away from its connection with 
a building to the much greater sphere of the built environment 
went together with a change in the role of works of art. 
Consequently, this new type of art was no longer oriented towards 
architecture, but rather placed the user centre-stage. The artwork 
needed to allow the user the possibility of making the space his 
own. Art was to improve the quality of life in built-up areas by 
stimulating the senses and inspiring a certain kind of behaviour. A 
person would thus be better able to develop, and the art could also 
contribute tangibly to the well-being of that person. As a result, 
art in built-up areas was no longer judged on its artistic merits 
alone, but rather gained a powerful social and societal meaning. 
However, the hopes invested in this environment-oriented art 
were too great and soon proved unrealistic – for example, some 
schools hoped that by involving a designer in the development of 
their school grounds they could reduce truancy. By the second 
half of the 1970s enthusiasm for the idealistic modelling of the 
environment had begun to wane dramatically. In practice, the 
utopian expectations of social engineering through art were never 
achieved, and for some the results of environmental art were too 
predictable and too much a product of the drawing board. Today, 
more attention is given to the artistic qualities of an artwork rather 
1. “Who Let the Dogs Out?” is a song written and originally recorded by Anselm Douglas 
for Trinidad and Tobago’s 1998 carnival season. It came to the attention of Steve 
Greenberg, who produced it together with a group he was promoting called The Baha Men.
than  its presumed capacity to improve social well-being.2
A new tendency has emerged over the last ten years, a new way of 
working that focuses more on impermanent and more conceptual 
and processual art. Social engagement is again relevant. The idea 
is to look at a problem in a new way through the medium of (visual) 
art, and from this perspective to influence the thinking on that 
problem. The concept of art helping us to think from an autonomous 
perspective about what approach to take towards big assignments 
has never existed in this form before at the Government Buildings 
Agency. Less thought is given to the building itself and more to 
the government agency and corporate culture. Architecture is a 
part of this, as is art. In this way, it is the entire organisation, and 
not the building alone, which becomes the artist’s material. This 
recent development is best illustrated by the application of art 
in the prison system. In the beginning, prison institutions were 
mainly provided with abstract paintings, wall paintings and bronze 
statues. In the prison in Zwolle, where an art application was again 
granted as part of building activities, people asked, “Yet more art?” 
The mood was not at all pro-art. On the contrary, one might call it 
a mild form of displeasure. Even the general and technical support 
director exclaimed cautiously, “Wouldn’t it be great if this time 
it turns out to be something someone can touch.” Hans van den 
Ban, the Chief Government Architect’s coordinating advisor for 
visual art, made a mental note of this and initiated an art project 
in which a wide variety of artists, from Marlene Dumas to Henk 
Schiffmacher, together with female inmates, printed their own 
designs on t-shirts. A colour copier and boxes of blank t-shirts were 
purchased with funds from the art budget. One year earlier, Suchan 
Kinoshita had started a “pirate radio station” for young detainees 
in the government institution for youth offenders, “Den Hey-
Acker,” in Vucht. She wanted to offer the young people there the 
opportunity to gain experience in sound recording and processing 
and to make their own productions. Among other things, she 
introduced the radio play. Through radio plays the young offenders 
learned about drama and how to create illusions. Her approach 
from the beginning was that of a “social tourist”, an adventurer 
who wants to discover new terrain. As such, she also refused any 
previously planned assignments, wishing first to investigate things 
on her own. In the first months, she spent long periods at the 
institution. She was given the keys to the different areas and she 
took part in various meetings at the institution. Her first study 
focused on the communication structures and jargon used. Her 
findings led her to launch the idea of a “pirate radio station.”
Călin Dan’s attitude was no different. He could not, however, 
adopt the position of a “tourist;” as his past was still too closely 
connected to the Romanian political and cultural situation 
under the Ceauşescu dictatorship, and he had experienced the 
excesses of this regime as a child. He told me during our first 
joint visit to Bucharest about the impact that the building of 
the megalomaniacal Palace of the People had on the city and its 
residents. Old historical districts were demolished and 40,000 
inhabitants had to relocate to accommodation elsewhere. There 
was no more room in their new, cramped accommodation for the 
2. The recent history of  the government percentage scheme is described in detail 
in “Kunstopdrachten van de Rijksbouwendienst na 1945,” Wilma Jansen, 010 
Publishing, Rotterdam 1995.
dogs they kept as pets and the animals were sent out onto the 
streets. Initially, this meant about 3,000 stray dogs. By 2001, 
the number had risen to an estimated 250,000 dogs. Today dogs 
are a prominent feature of the city and a threat to tourism, with 
thousands of people bitten every year. To solve the problem as 
many dogs as possible are caught and killed.
The street scene was in my eyes coloured by the large number of 
Roma. An absurd statistical comparison shows that there are as 
many Roma in Bucharest as there are stray dogs. As a rule the 
Roma are treated as second-class citizens, something also true 
of Western Europe, judging by Sarkozy’s current populist-tinted 
expulsion policy. Călin Dan knew that he first had to build up a 
long-lasting relationship based on trust with the inmates, prison 
staff and prison governors before he could start on any collective 
production. By means of discussions, auditions and recordings in 
different locations within Colibași prison, he was able to assess 
the prison system and, on this basis, put down the first lines of 
the play. However, he found himself in a difficult position. He had 
to be careful not to let himself be viewed by the inmates as an 
instrument of the judicial system, while also not being seen as 
an intruder, with no position of power, in the eyes of the prison 
governors and staff. His role was in fact only that of a negotiator. 
In order to achieve the intended goal, that of a collective 
production, all parties had to give and take, and for this to happen 
negotiation was necessary. There was a need for an exchange of 
dignity and (pre)conceptions, of accommodation and power, of 
punishment and reward, of “Carne” and “Cane.”
In return, he got participation and stories from the inmates. 
Stories that were partly taken from personal tragedies and partly 
lies meant to make themselves look good. Călin appeared to find 
himself in something of a moral dilemma, a situation perhaps 
best compared with that of “embedded” journalists in war zones. 
“Embedded” journalists are held to a code of conduct that officially 
allows the media, in compliance with clear security requirements, 
to report freely on the work of the Dutch military in war zones. 
In practice, however, this means that all reporting is subject to 
military censorship and the journalists’ independence compromised.
Călin Dan, however, was not after the truth. Instead he sought to 
provide a representation of the prison system and of society, or, 
as he expresses it, “the stories and voices of people who were not 
only locked away in prison, but also in a system characterised by a 
marginal culture, a marginal economy, and a marginal way of life.”
Finally, the aforementioned aspects of power and powerlessness, 
punishments and rewards, personal stories that border on Greek 
tragedies, the metaphorical comparison between the Roma 
and Ceauşescu’s stray dogs, all these culminated in a genuine 
multimedia spectacle on the evening of 28th May 2007 in the 
pleasant surroundings of the Odeon Theatre. The inmates were 
able to display their dignity before the inhabitants of Bucharest 
and for a moment rise above their marginality. But only for a 
moment: as David Bowie sang, “they were heroes just for one day”. 
As soon as they exited the stage, they were again shackled and 
separated.
Translation from the Dutch by CORNELIA GOLNA
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The best way to capture the prison world is to live inside it and take 
part in the ordinary or sensational events it is forced to accept, and 
then try to decipher, interpret and clarify the meanings. Just like 
a puzzle, we can then reconstruct the culture of an institution by 
identifying each constitutive element and by joining them coherently.
However, both the staff and the prisoners are afraid of expressing their 
opinions in order to avoid unpleasant consequences. In a culture of 
secrecy and duplicity, questionnaires are often either filled in randomly, 
or answers are intentionally misleading. Additionally, this method 
cannot depict the world which escapes standardized questions…
ELEMENTS OF PENITENTIARY CULTURE 
SPACE
The individuals living in this world-be they prisoners or staff-
learn from the very moment they enter the institution that there 
are forbidden spaces, where access is limited or denied. For the 
prisoners, administration buildings are such a space. There are 
granted access only while under surveillance and under special 
circumstances. They are not allowed to move freely within this 
space. For the staff, the prisoners’ cell is a forbidden space; they 
enter this area only when accompanied by the team of “masked 
men.” In a world where each individual lives under constant 
scrutiny of colleagues and superiors, it is natural for the prisoner 
to desire personal space, or a protected space. The bed in the cell 
represents such a space1, or even one’s side of the bed, in the case 
of shared beds. For the staff, it is the office.
Due to the limitation of this personal space, they tend to extend 
it over adjacent areas with things that remind them of “home,” 
and this often leads to conflicts between people sharing the space. 
Taking possession of other people’s personal space deprives the 
weak ones with no authority, who have to find such spaces inside 
1. The position of a prisoner’s bed in a cell is representative of the individual’s social 
status in the community. There is greater demand for “ground floor” beds, since 
it is harder for the guards to notice them, the prisoner is not bothered by the light 
left on all night long and has easy access to the bags stored underneath. The upper 
beds – especially those on the third level – are reserved for “dupes,” “suckers,” 
“nephews,” or “blabbers.” “Cool guys” or “slicks” always take the “ground floor.” 
When there aren’t enough “ground floor” beds, they’d rather share the “ground 
floor” beds than go one level up. 
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bathrooms, in the hallways or in various dark corners.
The battle for territory takes place not only where people spend 
most of their time, but in other areas such as in clubs, the 
courtyard, or in walking areas. Places are divided according to 
an unwritten “first come, first serve” basis, and “the strongest 
takes whatever he wants” rule. Warrant officers equal in rank 
and with similar function, but with different levels of authority 
and connections, divide these spaces into privilege areas and 
punishment areas.
The largest space in a prison is the passage space. This means 
gardens, alleyways between buildings and those that lead to the 
streets beyond. These are places where no one from the inside 
is allowed to gather. They are the protocol spaces, immediately 
recognizable to any visitor. Nicely laid out, with flowers or trees, 
painted sidewalks or freshly painted walls, they are required to 
look clean and orderly. For any stranger inspecting the place, this 
space is the penitentiary. This is where the prisoners are brought 
from their cells to talk to officials. The administration building and 
the church (present only in some establishments) are placed in the 
middle of this space, or nearby. The administration building has the 
same tidy appearance. In comparison to the prisoners’ buildings, it 
is clear that the space allotted to the “elite” is considerable.
The most shocking aspect of the passage space is how sparse it 
is, in comparison with the overpopulated cells. This discrepancy 
proves that prison management is interested in keeping the jails 
overcrowded, even if this results in greater stress for the lower 
staff and the prisoners. There are multiple explanations to this, 
according to Graham Giles:
Overcrowding requires more money invested in maintenance and 
building new penitentiaries.
Overcrowding perpetuates the need to ensure higher security, 
requiring a more dynamic military staff.
Overcrowding offers considerable possibilities for the people 
responsible to exert profitable pressure (bribery) on prisoners 
regarding arrest, bail, and release on parole or surveillance of all 
contact points.
Overcrowding supposes a slow rate of change and a limited basis 
for reform. 2
The architecture of prisons best highlights the vision of authorities 
on punishment and space management. Most prisons were built 
in the 19th century and reflect the philosophy of that time, but 
there are also penitentiaries that have been built over the last 
few decades (for example, Rahova and Giurgiu), that are trapped 
in a vision which does not consider that prisoners should return 
to society as somewhat rehabilitated citizens, not increasingly 
dangerous, as is often the case. Some specialists have labeled 
these prisons true “penal damagers”3. 
A good prison is built in such a way as to facilitate good relations 
between the prisoners, with plenty of space and opportunities 
to develop useful activities, to ensure decent conditions to live 
and work. The totalitarian age is no longer recommended for all 
prisoners.
2. Graham W. Giles – Administrarea justiţiei în comunitate. Standarde şi 
reglementări internaţionale (Administrating Justice within the Community. 
International Standards and Regulations), Expert, Bucharest, 2000, p. 11.
3. Howard Gill – “Correctional Philosophy and Architecture,” in Journal of Criminal 
Law, Criminology and Police Science, no. 53 (1962), p. 312-322 
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Primitive architecture fostered a specific pathology in Romanian 
penitentiaries.
The effects of penitentiary architecture on the creation of an 
abnormal psycho-social climate were demonstrated by Phillip 
Zimbardo in 1971 during the “Pirandellian prison” experiment, also 
known as the “fake prison” experiment. (…) According to Zimbardo, 
the pathology observed during this experiment cannot be 
attributed to the personality of the subjects, since all “abnormal” 
students were excluded in the selection process. The source of 
behavioral disorder is found inside the institution, which stimulates 
the development of human relationships based on force. The prison 
is a paranoid construction which limits the fundamental freedoms 
of people, creates anxiety and facilitates absurd behavior4. It is the 
ambience and power-structures within prisons that are responsible 
for triggering the horrors that occur in penitentiaries, and not the 
sadistic nature of the surveillance staff or the antisocial nature of 
the prisoners. The structures of power from prisons demand that 
guards punish the prisoners for breaking the rules, and the latter 
have no control over their environment5.
TIME
Temporality and the way in which time is managed represent the 
very essence of punishment.
Functional time is not invested time, but lost time, as it causes 
misbehavior. The investor is not the prisoner, nor the surveillance 
staff, but society, as it is a time of safety, of isolation from the 
abnormal. For the prisoners, this time represents the price they pay 
for having been thoughtless, or careless. Regardless, it is a time 
removed from normalcy. The essence of jail consists in temporarily 
managing that which is a legally sanctioned abnormality. This time 
is used officially, declaratively, in order to bring the condemned 
deviants back to normal, and for this reason it maybe be labeled 
“functional.”
Time does not flow economically, or profitably. Romanian jails are 
not only unprofitable, but they are not even capable of sustaining 
themselves, being, in fact, significant money-wasters. The cost 
of keeping a prisoner in jail is twice the amount of the average 
salary and at least 25 times bigger than his surveillance in the 
community. Therefore, time is managed such that society’s 
resources are abundantly consumed, without any recompense. The 
spirit of capitalism, expressed in the idea that the value of time 
is given by the value of productive and useful work, was replaced 
historically by the spirit of communism, still dominant in the 
Romanian penitentiary system, in which temporal devaluation is 
accompanied by an economic devaluation of society. 
All countries supposedly embraced this vision of re-socialization. 
An analysis of the time allotted to education programs within the 
period of punishment shows that education is at best a dream; in 
fact these programs are very rare and applied to a limited number 
of prisoners.
Clearly, the poor quality or general lack of education programs is a 
4. Phillip Zimbardo – “A Pirandellian Prison,” interview published in the “New York 
Times Magazine” no. 330/1972. 
5. Eysenck Hans J., Eysenck Michael – Descifrarea comportamentului uman (Mind 
Watching), Teora, Bucharest, 1998, p. 53.
reflection of the administration’s contempt for their social utility. 
Forced to allow time for re-education as a symbol of a formal 
adherence to modern values, they pervert and mock this time, as a 
sign that one must search for institutional values elsewhere. There 
is also a different and occult socialization, aimed at completely 
separating the individuals from the outside world and making them 
adapt definitively to the penitentiary world. The results of this re-
education process are obvious: half of the prisoners are recidivists, 
and the others can hardly readapt to the free society. On the other 
hand, the staff is unable to work efficiently in other institutions in 
case they are released from their jobs, transferred or fired. From 
this point of view, the time of re-education is also a time of failure.
Yet penitentiary time is a time of security and safety. The 
penitentiary administration is proud of Romania’s low escape rate, 
in fact the lowest in the world. When people do permanently leave 
the penitentiary, it is usually employees who quit their jobs in order 
to take care of urgent business. Penitentiaries are the most secure, 
guarded places in the country. The abundance of resources used for 
security systems, the excess of troops sent out to look for escaped 
prisoners and the likelihood that prisoners will betray one another 
discourages any prisoner from revealing or planning any escape.
LANGUAGE
Who exactly decides what is and is not proper institutional 
behavior? Sociologists claim that only a small part is in fact agreed 
upon, and that most behaviors are culturally imposed. (…) The fear 
of ridicule, of sanctions and the fear of the unknown contribute 
to the adaptation of required behavior, which sometimes even 
generates some degree of inner contentment. We therefore reach 
the “penitentiarization of behavior,” leading to the emergence 
of “homo carceralus,” a particular personality that is identified 
wholly with the institution. This personality is found in the staff 
who can no longer leave to find another job, despite having greater 
prospects, as well as in prisoners who become completely unable 
to readapt to free society. Often, they will do anything to return to 
prison.
OFFICIAL LANGUAGE
Conversation is the most important means of preserving the 
symbolic universe. Defined as a form of talking amongst people, 
conversation has the role of explaining phenomena, things and 
processes from the environment and, at the same time, alter them 
permanently. Conversation eliminates certain segments of reality 
and strengthens others, functioning as “explanations in words,” 
discussing various attributes of the world. This explanation is 
orderly, structured and generates hierarchies. In this way, language 
acquires a feature of objectification. 
Conversation removes certain sequences from reality and rebuilds 
it according to another set of laws. This happens because 
each individual has certain mental or linguistic “maps”6, inner 
6. Term used by Alfred Korzybski in “Science and Sanity” and taken over by U. 
Larson – Persuasiunea. Receptare şi responsabilitate (Persuasion. Receptivity and 
Responsibility), Polirom, Iaşi, 2004, p. 122-123.
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perceptions or conceptions of certain things and phenomena. For 
a conversation to develop correctly, the maps of the participants 
have to coincide, to have a common point of reference. The more 
time people spend together, the more likely it is for these maps to 
in fact coincide. According to George Steiner, we communicate self-
motivated images, personalized frames of feeling; descriptions are 
not impartial. We do not utter the truth; we fragment it to rebuild 
desired alternatives, we are selective and evade the undesirable. 
We do not state what is, but what might be, and what we could do. 
Intentionality works its way in and structures human expression, 
breaking the order of language; language is the primary example 
and tool of man’s refusal of the world as it is7.
What characterizes the official language of the penitentiary 
institution is the strategic use of ambiguity. Vague, general or 
unclear expressions are used so that there is a greater possibility 
that a common experience will allow for understanding, or 
identification. By leveling all possible situations and bringing them 
to a place of commonality, the official language wipes out the 
specific cases which may question institutional order. Ambiguity is 
created by an extraordinary juxtaposition or combination of words 
and phrases or presenting problems form a new perspective. 
For instance, the prison phrase “responsibility toward society” 
makes all the abuse that has taken place inside the institution 
inconsequential, because of this larger, more important goal. 
In this way, the complex penitentiary system is reduced to the 
fundamental, basic; simple verbal clichés that are easy to remember.
7. George Steiner – După Babel. Aspecte ale limbii şi traducerii (After Babel. Aspects 
of Language and Translation), Ed. Univers, Bucharest, 1983, p. 269
To consider this official language independent would be an 
exaggeration. After all, similar elements can be found in military, 
administrative or political language, as well as the aforementioned 
tendency for rigidity and the use of predictable euphemisms. 
Actually, this type of official language, characterized by rigidity 
and conservativeness, may be analyzed as a (primitive) form of 
police language, closely related to what is known as “standard 
language”8. Almost entirely immune to political change and 
the influence of other linguistic models, penitentiary discourse 
within the administration offers a paradigm of the official 
and authoritative position. It can be characterized by the 
awkwardness, ambiguity, and unintended redundancies. This is 
not akin to the sort of rigidity found in any technical, specialized 
language, but that imposed especially by clichés borrowed from 
other domains and used not to name specific objects, actions and 
relations, but often to express general relationships. The majority 
of words and phrases in this category accounts for the “elevated 
register” of official reports and interviews.
As a substitute for common language, the official language 
becomes an instrument of indoctrination, a tool at the service 
of an institution that tries to confine the minds of those on the 
inside. Resorting to a set language is facilitated by the illusion 
of superiority of the penitentiary system. Its users are “the real 
managers of justice,” and this superiority is unquestionable; 
questioning it is considered sacrilege.
8. The term made Françoise Thom famous with the book Limba de lemn (Set 
Language), Ed. Humanitas, Bucuresti, 1993, from which I have extracted some 
features suitable for penitentiary institutions.
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For the psychoanalysts, the source of the set language is often 
found in childhood. Uncertainty, frustration, dominant tendencies, 
fear of chaos or obsessive orderliness—all of these are often found 
in the formative years, and usually imposed by over-authoritative 
parents. Beyond these psychoanalytical explanations, official set 
languages have been maintained after 1989 because Romanian 
penitentiaries were forced to accept an exaggerated militarism, 
despite the tendency to return to the civil community. Thousands 
of staff members from the secret service, army and police, who 
used to deal with propaganda or other dishonorable activities 
during Ceausescu’s regime, were employed by the penitentiary 
system. They not only adapted easily to the already obsolete 
language of the administration, but they brought it to “a new 
level.” Due to the dominant positions they held over the last 
15 years, they also imposed the previously used propagandistic 
and ideological clichés on others. As a result, graduates of 
humanities (the newcomers), were forced to adapt their studies 
to a rudimentary but justified linguistic form. A set language was 
also developed in the fields of psychology and sociology. Studies 
dedicated to the penitentiary environment were often primitive, 
elementary, based on simplistic methodology and completed with 
texts copied from various authors with self-congratulatory and 
exaggerated conclusions. 
FOLKLORE 
Both the prisoners and the staff who are familiar with penitentiaries 
from Western countries agree that institutional folklore has 
disappeared there; the prisoners sing whatever hit singles are 
fashionable in the free world, and not their own songs. The Romanian 
prison conditions, based on deprivation, frequent humiliation and 
sharing of a confined living space, generate an obsolete cultural 
phenomenon, with reverberations in the culture of the free society. 
The “Manele” songs, which were until not so long ago sung only in 
prisons, have crossed over, and are now sung by many people who 
had nothing to do with prison, but who respond to lyrics such as: Să 
moară duşmanii mei (Hope to see my enemies all dead). 
It is a literary-musical reply to a dogmatic program that 
disregards differences between people, eliminates sexuality, 
arbitrarily represses and forcefully maintains abnormality. Hence, 
penitentiary folklore deals with anarchy, rebelliousness, and 
cultivates the poetics of subversion. The reactions of authority 
vary from ignorance to contempt. Seen as a form of “penitentiary 
sub-culture” (a term introduced by Gresham M. Sykes9), it is 
conceived as justifying the behavior of irrecoverable delinquents. 
Even if the poetic and musical bursts are more frequent in their 
case (“every gypsy is a musician”—according to the manager of 
a large penitentiary) than in the case of the staff (“professional 
rigor cannot be sung”), their culture relies on mistaken concepts 
regarding life and the world, since they turn stealing or, even 
worse, crime, into normality (Să ştii, fă, că te omor/ când te prind în 
dormitor [Listen, woman, I’m going to kill you / when I catch you in the 
bedroom]). 
9. Gresham M. Sykes – The Society of Captives: A Study of a Maximum Security 
Institution, Princeton University Press, Princeton, 1958
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RITUALS
As a simpler and more stereotyped symbol, the ritual does not 
reflect reality, but rather deforms and recreates it. 
One of the distinct features of rituals is their ability to harmonize 
contradictory symbols, while diminishing the perception of 
incongruity.
People create their image of the self by symbolic identification 
with the different groups to which they belong. Through the use 
of symbols, the individual is integrated in the group and treated 
as a privileged member. Hence, any acceptance within a group 
is done by means of an initiation or recruiting ritual, often called 
baptism. The major purpose of this ritual is to modify the identity 
of the individual from their previous identity, together with the 
attribution of other roles and loyalties. 
INITIATION RITUALS
Entering a penitentiary for the first time triggers a very powerful 
reaction for any individual, as he experiences a radical departure 
from his previous roles and social identity. The penitentiary 
experience is a confrontation with disorder, although any jail is 
defined by its contribution to maintaining social order. By the 
degradation, humiliation and de-sanctification of the self—that 
constitute the defining processes of the baptism ritual—human 
dignity and the individual’s inner capacity of defense are destroyed.
The most significant stage in this “baptism” is when a prisoner 
receives a different identity. (…) The prisoner no longer introduces 
himself by saying: “I am prisoner no. 11452” (experts consider 
this to be a form of mutilation of the self), but by saying: “I am 
prisoner Ion Popescu, 27 years old, serving 5 years in prison for 
rape.” His crime is attached to his identity, even in cases where 
the sentence is under appeal and the prisoner is only temporarily 
incarcerated. 
Baptism in the cell takes place to establish the social position of 
the prisoner. It starts with the confession of the newcomer, who 
tends to tell his own story, i.e. why he is incarcerated. At this time, 
the “stultification” stage occurs, the phenomenon by which a 
more experienced prisoner offers moral support to the newcomer 
and reinterprets his criminal act in a comforting way. His remorse 
is quickly replaced by justifications of the acts, and the individual 
adheres to them because they offer him reasons to be exempt from 
guilt. By diminishing his culpability, his conscience is eased and it 
modifies his position toward punishment.
The new prisoner has to pay a price for this psychological support 
that is vital in dealing with the harsh prison life, and the price 
depends on his previous social status. If his relatives visit him and 
bring him packages with clothes and food, he will have to share 
them with the “tough guys” who offer him protection.
All staff members are instructed to say they work in the military 
service, and for added credibility they are also told to mention 
the military unit UM 0xxx. Keeping the secret of current activities 
leads to a complete detachment of the employees from their 
former colleagues and friends in the free world. As a means of 
compensation, full family employment is encouraged. Becoming 
related to older staff in some way through marriage, or christening 
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is almost compulsory. Nepotism in penitentiary administrations has 
in fact been encouraged by a decree from the General Management 
of Prisons. Despite the fact that this decree was struck down 
after considerable pressure from civil society, it became widely 
understood that staff relatives would be favored upon employment. 
Nepotism as a virtue is also visible in staff research. The case of 
Gherla prison is particularly striking; nepotism is so dominant and 
widespread there that all employees belong to one of the four or 
five dominant families. 
The essence of baptism consists in adapting the individual to the 
environment, in detaching him completely from the world he came 
from, in destroying his old system of values and showing him that 
the prison is the only possible social order, the only holder of truth 
during his time there. Baptism results in a more rapid identification 
with the role (that of a protégé, snitch, guardian, masked man, and 
so on) and reaffirms even more clearly the sources of authority, 
despite the many changes of staff or prisoners in the system. It 
has the purpose of making the newcomers familiar with the value 
and culture of the institution, with the existing structure of formal 
relations, where the role of “protector” is decisive for the fate of 
the novice. 
DIMENSIONS OF PENITENTIARY CIVILIZATION
The rate of imprisonment of over 200 prisoners per 100,000 
inhabitants places Romania after the Russian Federation, Ukraine, 
Estonia, Latvia, Moldova, Lithuania and Poland and ahead of 
Azerbaijan, Hungary, The Czech Republic, Slovakia and Georgia – 
with a lower level of incarceration. By comparison, countries such 
as Iceland, Cyprus, Lichtenstein, Slovenia, Croatia, Norway, Finland, 
Denmark, Ireland, Malta and Switzerland – have imprisonment 
rates of 38 to 70 prisoners per 100,000 inhabitants, 3 to 6 times 
less than Romania. Usually, the larger Western-European countries 
(France, Germany, Italy, Great Britain) have average detention rates 
somewhere around 100 prisoners per 100,000 inhabitants.
The high imprisonment rate is not due to the fact that Romanians 
ignore laws more than western Europeans, but to the absence 
of alternative systems of punishment. This inflexibility strains 
the penitentiary and the criminal justice systems and ultimately 
weakens civil society. 
Of the total number of prisoners, 4.47% are women. In 2005 the 
percentage of underage prisoners was 2%. The decrease is not 
only due to the smaller number of crimes committed by minors, 
but the employment of alternative punishments. The pressure 
applied especially by NGOs, researchers outside the system, and 
international fora forced Romania to abolish the special working 
and re-education schools for minors. This has been done by 
eliminating criminal punishments for minor crimes.
Temporary prisoners live in derelict, overcrowded cells and due to 
their undetermined situation are excluded from any educational or 
recreational activities. Many of the cells for temporary prisoners 
are not even painted and lack basic amenities
The primitive detention conditions which not yet convicted 
prisoners are forced to accept are the product of a totalitarian 
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vision. According to it, people charged with a crime are inevitably 
guilty and thus release on bail or on one’s own recognizance 
only gives them the opportunity to find subterfuges to escape 
punishment and thus should be extremely rare. This vision ignores 
the presumption of innocence and makes a mockery of fundamental 
human rights.
There is, however, something in the prevalence of theft and 
convictions for theft in Eastern Europe that is specific to the post 
communist legal systems. Traditionally, these judicial systems have 
sanctioned ordinary theft more than anything else because “the 
law enforcement process ... works in such a way as to hide the 
crimes of the strong against the weak, but also to highlight and 
exaggerate the crimes of the weak against everyone else”10. It’s 
obvious that the resources assigned by the police for investigating 
violent crimes or minor thefts – both committed by those belonging 
to disadvantaged social categories – are much greater than those 
available for investigating crimes committed by those from upper 
social classes, such as tax evasion, corruption and embezzlement, 
which are the major and most pressing scourges of post 
communism.
The punishments for those convicted for white collar crimes are 
much gentler than those for petty theft. Despite the fact that 
Romania is highest ranked in the world when it comes to Internet 
crime, before 2005 it did not have more than 10 people at one time 
arrested for cybercrime. Although Romania claims to have started 
fighting against electronic theft, it didn’t manage to reduce it by 
any significant amount.  
Besides the fact that cybercrime is a white collar offense, which is 
treated more leniently, the lack of vigor with which Internet crime 
is prosecuted in Eastern Europe could also be related to the murky 
relationship between the crime world and the former secret police 
employees. Rumors have circulated for years that some Eastern 
European secret services, or freelance agents formerly associated 
with these organizations, have been employing Internet scam 
artists for generating income and for espionage. (It is worth noting 
that in most Eastern countries, such as Bulgaria, Moldova, Ukraine 
and Russia, Internet thefts are in fact included into the category 
of espionage, thus turning into an area of expertise for the secret 
services). 
The situation is similar in the case of intellectual property theft, 
where Romania, among the worst offenders in Europe, has never 
convicted anyone for piracy.
Without a doubt, one of the main features of the Romanian legal 
system is its emphasis on punishing those who attack the property 
and interests of those in power. Despite the socialist turn of 
this sentence, it expresses a fundamental fact: prisons are full of 
individuals belonging to publicly despised social groups, severely 
convicted for minor thefts, while in a country constantly rated by 
Transparency International11 as one of the most corrupted, white 
10. Steven Box – Power, Crime and Mystification, Routledge and Kegan Paul, 
London, 1983
11. In 2008 Romania scored 3.8 on a 10-point scale of corruption, being 
ranked 70th of 180 nations. See: http://www.transparency.org/news_room/
in_focus/2008/cpi2008/cpi_2008_table 
collar crime is rarely if ever investigated or even less, punished. This 
is one of the reason why none of those imprisoned for lesser crimes 
considers their punishments fair. “The minor criminals are here. The 
major ones are free and enjoy public recognition for their virtues,” 
“The major thieves hold the minor ones behind bars,” “Prison’s 
for suckers. The wise guys are outside” –are statements that can 
often be heard in prison. 
Romanian penitentiary administrators are proud of their security 
record. Romanian penitentiaries are the safest in Europe, they 
claim. Only one Romanian prisoner escaped in 2001
According to the Romanian Penal Code escape is a crime and 
the guards are rarely if ever punished. This ensures that the 
penitentiary system has access to an extra layer of repression, 
rarely found in democratic countries. It would be desirable that 
the Romanian penitentiary administration spent more on inmate 
education and post-release adaptation programs, on schooling, 
therapy, spiritual counseling than on security.
Romanian prisons are also over-guarded because it treats all 
prisoners the same
It is obvious that the exaggerated security measures used in 
Romania are dictated not by how dangerous the prisoners are, but 
by the authorities’ vision of punishment. Investments in security 
protect not the society from the prisoners, but the authorities 
from public opinion scrutiny. Just as it happens in many militarized 
institutions that need reform – the army, secret services, the police 
– a significant amount of the money received is spent on security 
measures that hide in certain situations incompetence, corruption, 
and a general inability to achieve the purposes for which they are 
paid from the public funds. 
PENITENTIARY STAFF
Romanian prisons, although officially part of the civil service, are 
ruled manu militari. Power relations are seen in military terms and 
communication is military style (univocal, ultimative, directive). 
Prisons are status and rank conscious in a way in which only 
military institutions are. This is easy to explain. The staff was until 
recently organized hierarchically and the managers and prison 
wardens had military ranks. As military status was mistaken for 
competence, even civilian employees (physicians, psychologists, 
economists, legal counselors) coveted a military rank.
Moreover, militarization of the prison system favored the vertical 
integration of all economic and service activities associated 
with the prisons. This automatically translated into a top 
heavy bureaucracy and inability to cut costs by public bids and 
contracting out specific jobs and services. 
The military administration of the prisons was maintained for 
so long for clear cultural and ideological reasons. Prisons were 
and are considered in Romania protective bastions against an 
“enemy” (delinquents) who need to be punished not only because 
they harmed someone or stole something, but because they are a 
generic threat to society.
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SUMMATIVE THHOUGHTS ABOUT PRISON SPACE
The prison facility must be a workspace. It should be used as much 
as possible for re-education and reintegration activities, not for 
ostentatious displays of power. It should not focus on impressing 
upon the visitors and prisoners that the state is all seeing and 
all-powerful. It must be a place that fosters activities that help the 
prisoners to get healed from fear, from feelings of vulnerability, and 
uselessness, from anger with oneself and anger at the system. It 
should be a place where victims find answers to what happened 
to them. It should be a place that helps prisoners restore order in 
their lives and in the lives of the ones they harmed or dispossessed. 
In prison inmates should be helped to acquire a feeling of personal 
value and respect, both toward his own person and toward the 
others. Prisons should be places where inmates are helped to 
become aware of the consequences of the crime committed and 
to develop those abilities that may help them live a normal life in 
society. 
It is probably that these changes (imposed by an European 
legislation / administration) will not undo the inevitable negative 
consequences of incarceration (the emergence of increasingly 
intolerable internal rules, the degradation of living conditions, 
the removal of responsibility from prisoners, promiscuity, etc.), 
reinforcing the idea of a pathogenic institution that cannot be 
reformed.12 But they will have the role of doing away with the 
prison-centeredness13 of the penal system, which has set the 
prison sometimes in a state of war with society, sometimes in a 
state of dependence on it, but always at its margins. Bring it into 
the middle of society and exposing it to permanent public visibility, 
will bring about not only an increase in legitimacy, but also a new 
vision on punishment, in which the prison will play a much more 
mediocre role, close in a way to that which it played in the Middle 
Ages: either a refuge for the mentally and sexually unbalanced, or 
a place of transition on the way to other punishments, though this 
time not corporal ones.
Excerpts selected by Raluca Velisar from: New Europe, Old Jails. The European 
Integration of Romanian Penitentiary Culture and Civilization, InterAcademic Press/
Create Space, 2009; translation by Ehren Schimmel, Elena Iuliana Busca, and Jim 
Brown. The original Romanian version of the book, with the title Mediul Penitenciar 
Românesc, Cultură şi Civilizaţie Carcerală was published in 2006 by Editura Institutul 
European, Iaşi.
12. Perrot Michelle, L`impossible Prison, Paris: Ed. Seuil, 1980
13. Gilles Chantraine, “Prison et regard sociologique. Pour un décentrage de l’analyse 
critique”, Champ pénal revue, Vol. I, May 2004, http://champpenal.revues.org
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WINGS FOR DOGS
VIDEO STILLS
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All the pages with white-on-black texts in this book reproduce video stills from 
Wings for Dogs.
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